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PREFACE 


ERA th: reader ſpall compare ſome [a] 
SDL ines of 4 poem, inſerted in theſe Pu- 

bers upon the occaſion of Mr. Stog- 

5 BY don's death, with the Memoirs gf 
bis life, he may obſerve ſomewhat 
— of mconſiſtence. To prevent its ap- 
fearing, thoſe lines muſt have been alter d, or dropt. 
But, tho* the deſcription contain'd in them be not in 
a applicable” to this 3 perſon's behaviour — 

2 i 


= 
LAI 


[2] When death attack'd him with his tort ring train, 
And all his ſubtle inſtruments of pain, 
He view'd the final glaſs, and tyrant's dart, | 
And ſmiling bid him dip it in his heart. 6) 
He faw the direful glutton's ghaſtly mirth, 7 4 
Pleas'd with the luſcious bait of dying earth, > +»  * 
His eager prayers the lazy ſand provoke ; 2 
His eager ſoul petitions for the ſtroke ; 
[Thus ripe for bliſs he fore'd the feebler clay, 
Shook off mortality, and ſhot away] 
So es Ether ſtruggles till to riſe, 

with impatient inſtinct ſeeks the skies. 


vid. Memoirs, pag. 66. 


iv The Paxrace. 


the time of his death, as the Author (who has ng al. 
low'd his name to be made public) might. preſune 
from; the general character, or apprebend through; ni. 
ftake upon the remembrance of: what he had read, i- 
heard ; yet, one cauplet excepted,” all are aptly ex. 
preſſrve of what had been in a former Sickneſs, and 
might probably have been in his laſt, if the lingrin 
diſorders of bis bodily conſtitution had not made a di. 
ference. | 

With reference to the collection here publiſh d, as 
Remains of Mr. Stogdon, it may be needful, nct on) 
to aſſure the reader that they are genuine, but to gin 
ſome account of the publication of them. 

Some corrections have been made: but very feu; and 
thoſe only in the manner of expreſſion, the ſenſe of the 
"Author ſtill preſorvꝰ d entire. ia . 
The poem which firſt occurrs, viz. that on rezding 
Dr. Young's, was publiſh'd in St. James's Evening 
Polt, Aug. 9. 1722. introduced by the following Letter 

lo the Author of that paper, | 


SIR, 


81 NCLOSED you will find a noble preſent. | 

ce need not urge you to publiſh it; or la 
“any thing to recommend it to your readers. N 
« body, I think, can be unmov'd at ſuch a poem 
& Such a delicacy of ſentiment, ſo beautifully « 
ec preſſed, muſt give moſt agreeable emotions. | 
« am ſenſible, it would be an additional plealur 
« to a fine ſpirit, to be inform'd, who it is that 
« cannot but love, and would fain thank, for | 
« valuable an entertainment. But, notwithſtan 
ing the great benevolence I bear to the mat 
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« that may admire this. performance, I would not 
« chagrin this one Gentleman, by forcing him from 
« the dear retreat, to which his modeſty and mode- 
« ration have confin'd him. It may be, I ſhall in- 
« curr his diſpleaſure, by going ſo far towards ex- 
« poſing him to the hazard of a diſcovery, and 
thereby to the trouble of receiving a multitude 
« of thanks for this piece, and ſollicitations for 
« more. But I muſt confeſs, I thought it criminal 
« to engroſs ſo much pleaſure to myſelf, when I 
« had it in my power to ſpread ſo general a Satiſ- 
« faction amongſt my countrymen. I am | 


Your humble Servant, 
S, Lowe. 


The order, in which I had ſtudiouſly placed all the 
poems, happen'd to be neglected, or loſt, whilſt = 
were in the preſs. If it bad been obſerv'd, that call'd, 
The Farewell to Love, would have immediately ſuc- 
ceeded The Deſperate, and conſequently have been 
read after all on the like Subjects, (which, except Colin's 
Advice, or Damon to Niſa, were early compoſures,) 
and have ſerved as a proper introduction to all the 
reſt ; which are on Subjetts the moſt ſerious and im- 
portant, and would then have ſtood thus, v1Z. | 

The Appeal, Sin the greateſt burden, The di- 
vided heart lamented, Spirits in priſon, Blaming 
himſelf, Welcome Evening, On the death of a 
child, Another on the ſame occaſion, On the death 
of Mrs. M. B, Epitaph for one of an advanc'd 
Age, Gop a conſuming Fire, State of: bondage, 
Gop not implacable, A funeral poem for three 
young men who periſh'd in a-Coal-mine taking fire, 
A poem occaſion d by the death of nine — 

oca 
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focated in a coal-mine, The Unknown World, On 
reading Dr. Young on the laſt day. 
© Thus the occaſion'd by the death of nine, 
Sc. being plac'd after the Funeral poem, compo. 
ſed to be ſung before a Sermon occaſion'd by the 
death of three who periſhed in a coal-mine, 0 
which it bears reference in its compoſure, would have 
been better underſtood. N ä 
I confeſs myſelf apprehenſive, that two or three of the 
Poctical performances may by ſome be thought liable to 
jection, and therefore to require an apology for the au- 
thor, or publiſher, if nat for btb. a DSe} 42 

As to the author, it nniſt be owwned, and the candid 
reader will confider, that they were juvenile, and not 
be too ſevere in his remarks; but make ſuch equitable 
allowances as he may ſee occaſion for. That, on a Lo- 
ver's name and his Miſtreſs's on a pew-door, was 
the thoug ht of a School-boy. That called, Theron and 
Amanda, night follow at ſome diftance of time. What 
1 have entituled, The Deſperate, as expreſſive of the 
Character of the perſon who ſpeaks in it, bearing date, 
Exon 1714, was probably the laſt of this kind; one 
only excepted, for a reaſon that will preſently appear. 
After this he wrote his Farewel to Love. And he in- 
ſerts it in a letter to his friend, (of April 2. 1719, 
toom he cautions againſt an extravagant love of the 
creature, and adviſes to regulate his paſſions, and 
bring them within due bounds, modeſtly cunfeſing what 
he thought of with regret in his own caſe. And elſe- 
— puts the ſame perſon, as I ſuppoſe, in mind, 
That the ſupreme love is Gop's unalienable 
<« right, and ſacred prerogative ; and the onely 
<< way to have from a creature all that a creature 
can yield, is to place it in a due ſubordination to 
„Go the great fountain- head. 

There is alſo a Letter from the author to the late Re. 
verend Mr. John Maſon, ia anfwer to one 9 
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from that worthy and pious Gentleman, wherein men- 
tion appears ſo haut been made of a certain poem read 
with pleaſure, and 8 ſollicitation for others of a different 
kind, and wiſhes that they "were made as publich as 
now they are. It will be to my purpoſe, with therefore, 
1 crave leave here to tranſcribe ſome lines of it, which 
are theſe, viz. «+ I wonder'd to hear, the trifle of 
« Damon and Niſa was come to your hands. I 
« did not think, it was rambled ſo far. How came 
& you to know, it was mine? You might well e- 
« nough wonder, how I came to ramble out of my 
« province ſo much. All the Excuſe I have is the 
« plain truth, viz. That I could not tell how to 
avoid it, and that it was contrary to my Incli- 
nations, who had done with thoſe things a great 

« while ago, and never touched upon them but this 
« once; no not ſo much as by an Epithalamium on 
« my own happy marriage; and this at the requel 
of young Gentleman, who was the Damon, an 

« wou'd take no denial. I hope it is innocent. Yet 
« I may ſay, when I have any vein for verfifying, 
% Majora canamus. | 


What ever genius the Author might have for compeſi- 
tions of the gay kind; be has given full proof, that he well 
knew how to check and controul it, and that, according 
to the profeſſion he made to his friend, he was far, from 
a Purpoſe, or inclination to multiply ſuch exerciſes, as 
may ſerve, indeed, for diverſion, and amuſement z 
which in ſeaſon may be proper, and beautiful; but are 
mt ſo cloſely connected, as other things, with tbe main 
buſineſs of life. He hoped, that what he had dont 
in that way was innocent: but there were nobler 
Jubjefts, to which he had long been devoted. He 
ould ſay, i230 
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e My ſoul diſdains that little ſnare, 
6 The tangles of Amira's hair: 
t Thine arms, my Gop, are ſweeter bands, nor 
7 ſcan my heart remove, 
| | Watts, Hore Lyr. 
+ This in ſhort, is the language of the Farewell to 
Love. 5. 1 
Let others, after bis example, obſerve, and reflect 
upon the various, and uſual working of the paſſions in 
human breaſts, with relation to objełis inſufficient to 
ſatisfy, and render happy the reaſonable nature: Let 
them well conſider how mortals, for want- of a due 
regulation of them, are toſs'd and hurried io and fro 
in wild perplexity and confuſion, neglecting ſolid good 
which alone can fill the mind; how languiſhing and 
diſappointed lovers Sign! | 
Lament the hard fate of their lives, 
The billows that hang on their ſouls, 
The ſorrows that choak up their hearts; 
And how deſperate they ſometimes grow, and leap from 
the bank of life, | 
Thro' ſhowers of tears, and ſtorms of woe, 
In ſtreams of reeking blood they go; + 


Loet others ( I ſay) after his example, obſerve, and 
eonfider all this; and let them review their own fond 
expectations, and diſappointments from their fellow 
worms, and the things of this world; and thence learn 
ſuch a direction of their paſſions, and powers, as will, 
ſooner or later, afford an abundant recompence for all 
the uneaſineſs and ſuffering, which may poſſibly, one 
way or other, be occaſioned by it, in joys pure and re- 


fined, unſpeakable and everlaſting. And thus, = 
UN 


Damen to Nija, pag. 27, 28. + The Deſperate, p. 37. 
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will be acted by ſuch a ſpirit, as we find breathing in 


the Farewel to Love, and the reſt of the divine 
poems, wherein the Author ſpeaks in his own perſon 
and character, | 


Now to the round of mortal joys, 
May all my ardent paſſions die ! 


Kind, condeſcending Deity, 

Behold thy wanderer return : 

Once for the creature, now for Thee 
In flames of fierceſt love I burn. 


I own, dear Lord, it was unjuſt, 
To think a paſſion ſo divine 
Was kindled for the faireſt duſt, 


Which by prerogative was thine. 


Thy beauty, O unchanging Gon, 

Shall all my future hours employ 3 
Nor Lucia, that poor ſnowy clod, 

Shall taint the unpolluted joy, 


Now to the world P11 tell and prove, 
What worthleſs things theſe beauties be: 
Now, if I ever die for love, 

It ſhall be, Lord, for love of Thee. 


If the publication of thoſe few poems be ſuppoſea 
{0 need a defence; what I have to offer is the ſtate of 
the caſe, as follows, 


There being different ſentiments as to the expediency 
of permitting them to paſs with the reſt, I came into 
thetrs who queſtioned it: But upon fartber conſide- 

B ration 


" Ferecoel to Love, pag. 25, 26. 
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ration and advice, after I had happened to turn my 
eye upon thoſe paſſages but now recited in a Letter to 
Mr. Maſon, I ſent them placed, as has been ſaid al- 
ready, Viz. before, The Farewel to Love, and the di. 
vine poems, to a Gentleman in London, whom Ithougbt 
a much belter judge than my ſelf,referring that, and other 
matters to his 5 But by fome accidents, 
which I could not foreſee, or prevent at this diſtance, 
the deſign fail'd; and tbe Gentlemen into whoſe band; 
the papers came, by a ſecondary direction, did not think 
fit to ſeparate them. | | 

I have owned what I myſelf diſlike, to be the order 
in whichihey now appear. But I am ſo ſenſible, there 
are ſuch various ways of thinking among ſt all ſorts f 
people, the judicious. and candid, who deſerve moſt re- 
gard, not excepted, that I expel, after all I have ſaid, 
to be blamed upon different foundations : by ſome for 
needing an Apology; and by others for making it 
when there was no need of it; and by a third ſort, 

erbaps, for making an inſufficient one. In regard 1 
the firſt of theſe, whether in the right or miſtaken, I 
have offered ſimple truth; which if it be not ſufficient, 
as 1 my ſelf think it, is however my beſt, and all I can 
find in my heart to make uſe of on the preſent, or any 
other occaſion. 

1 would in my conduct give no juſt offence to any, 
and be loth needleſly to | on myſelf the cenſures 
even of thoſe, who, in the unanimous opinion of their 
neighbours, are of ſuch capacities and diſpoſitions, 0! 
better qualify them to be noiſy and clamorous, than i 
give, or take a reaſon. But, as hope, their «f- 
Plauſes would not puff me up, I do not conceive I am in 
danger of being too much dejefted by any thing thi) 
can ſay. My chief concern is to approve myſelf 11 
GOD, and my own conſcience, and next to the mort 

confideratt 
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rn/iderate part of mantind, whilſt endeavouring to 
be any way. uſeful. _ 8 t 

I am conſcious of an honeſt, and laudable deſign in 
publiſhing this collection, both of Poems and Letters, 
of the valuable perſon deceaſed ; the great thing I have 
in view being the ſame, which 1 profeſſed in my Pre- 
fact to the Sermon occaſioned by his death, and the 
Memoirs of his Life, viz. ++ The advancement of 
« pure and undefiled religion, true ſubſtantial pie- 
« ty and goodneſs, and a converſation becoming 
« the goſpel. * Aud I am well ſatisfied in my own 
mind, as to the apineſs of the means, whatever the 

ceſs be. | 

4 the whole matter, 1 hope here is nothing juſtly 
offenſive ; and that in the peruſal of theſe papers an 
boneſt and ingenious reader may be entertain d with 
pleaſure and advantage. Every one muſt judge for 
himſelf ; but ſhould be careful to paſs a righteous and 
impartial judgment. And none ſhould be cenſurers, till 
they have been readers. 

If I have been any way injurious, or treſpaſs'd any 
rule of decency, either to the dead or living; or fail'd 
in the diſcharge of the truſt repoſed in me by thoſe, 
who put the Letters into my bands; it is unknown to me, 
and not owing to the want of a particular care to 
avoid it. I can perceive no room for juſt complaint of 
making private affairs publick, and troubling the World 
with them : tho* it muſt be own'd, that in things of 
this nature, as well as in the Memoirs of any one's 
life, ſome fads, occaſions, and references muſt ſome- 
lumes appear neceſſary to ſerve the deſign propoſed. 
But T ſhould be ſorry to have any obſeru'd to be in- 
erted here, which ought to have been ſuppreſs'd, at 
leaſt as impertinent. 

I will be a ſatisfaflion tome, if I know that what is 

here expoſed to publict view proves to be acceptables 

and uſeful to any. J do not expect it ſhould be /o Fo 
B 2 all, 
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all, who have a ſight of it. But they who are my 
pleaſed, have no reaſon to judge, any more than to 
envy thoſe that are. 95 

Whoever ſhall be at the pains to peruſe the Letters, 
may eaſily be perſuaded of the juſtneſs of an obſervation 
made by a Gentleman, upon reading over the originals 
of theſe, and others, (which could not be brought into 

tbe compaſs of this Volume,) and thus expreſsd in a 
Leiter, with which he favour'd me, viz. I find 
<< a vein of piety generally running through them. 
He (the writer) appears in them to be one great. 
ly affected with a ſenſe of his frailty, and morta- 
* lity; and frequently attempts to comfort him- 
„ ſelf, and his friends, with a conſideration of the 
„ happineſs, and glory of the future world, pre- 
% pared for all ſaints and pious ſufferers here. 
« Whatever ſubjects he writes of, he rarely forgets 
« to ſay ſomewhat that relates to the brevity of 
« human life, to the uncertainty, inſtability, and 
„ changeableneſs of the preſent world, and of the 
« afflictive ſtate of moſt here. Bur then he com- 
« monly breaths heaven before he concludes his 
de lines; and neglects not to offer his friends ſome 
« ſerious and falutary advice, before he ſubſcribes 
« his name.“ 

To obviate an objeftion, that may be raiſed from 
certain paſſages in ſome of the Leiters, which appear 
10 me only the expreſſions of an heroick piety, it muj 
be conſider' d, that a perſon frequently conver ſing wil 
the other World, and keeping a conſtant eye upon tht 
gforicus rewards of it, may both ſay, and do that, 
which to an ordinary chriſtian may have the air of en- 
travagance. ; 

The proof here given of the excellent ſſ irit of the A. 
thor, «boſe name was caſt out as evil, may, it i # 
he hoped, ſerve to enlarge the Charity of ſome, wo 


bave confnid it to people of their own particular 2 
mes 
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ments, and been apt to conſider thoſe who differ from 
them as the enemies of GoD, and CHRIST; ho in- 
deed they profeſs, and have the utmoſt veneration for 
both, and if it does not, may leave them the more 
inexcuſable. | 

Theſe pious remains have the beſt improvement made 
of them, if they ſerve to fire us all with a noble ambi- 
tion to live ſuitable to the dignity, and ſeek the perfecti- 
on and happineſs of our natures. 

Having ſo great a cloud of witneſſes gone before 
us, may we refrain our feet from every evil way, 
and lay aſide every weight, and the fin which fo 
eaſily beſets us, and run with patience the race that 
is ſet before us! Looking -unto Jeſus, the great 
author and finiſher of our faith, who for the joy 
ſet before him endured the croſs, deſpiſing the 
ſhame, and is now ſet down at the right hand of 
the throne of GOD 


N. B. 


Abwick, 
April 19, 1729. 
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REF. Page vi. line 11 for ject ion r. object ion, p. vii. I. 5, for with . 
and, p. 3. I. 2, after ſou/, ſor, r.. I. 3, 4, 5, for the notes of admiration, 
r. , p. 5. I. 10, after fall, r., 2 I. 20, after cries, for . r,, 
P» 7. I. 9, after raves, for . r.! I. 31, after ebeme, r., p. 8. I. 5, after 
for, r. I p. 10. 1, 4, for advaced, r. advanced, p. 11. I. 14, after 
Farewell, for . r., I. 15. for all, r. ought, 1. 16. after be, for . r.: 1. 17, after 
ſore for. r., p. 13.1. 13, after below, for . r., I. 14. after know, for r.; 5. 
13. J. 7, for ſurpixe r. ſurprize, p. 15. I. 20, for the, r. thee, p. 19. I. 8. after 
D, for r.; p. 20. I. 5, for ſaid, r. ſad. I. 9 & 12, dele the Crochets, p. 
24. |. 2, after ray, for . r., I. 15. wanton's, dele p. 25. I. 1. after love, for, 
r., p. 28. I. 10. for truths, r. truth. after rely, for. r.: p. 33. I. 14. after Ny 
r. „ p. 34. I. 6, for paſt and, r. poſt 72 and, |. 12. for fear r. tear, I. 24. for 
av'd r. Heav'n, p. 35. I. 28, for devouted r. devoted, p. 36. I. 4, for That 
r. That's, I. 29, for raſb r. ruſh, p. 37. I. 7, for ad r. and, ib. after away r. 
38. I. 3, after wai/dele ! ib. for thab r. than, p. 40. 1. 18. for ſaid r. ſad, 
21. for bear r. bear, p- 41. 1. 8. for oft r. off, p- 44+ I. 10. of Peter's r. off 
Peter's, I. 37. for por ion r. portion, p. 48. I. 20. for father r. fathers, p. 49, 
I. 18. after /eaft r., 1. 21. for ſalſely r. falſely, p. 50. I. 29. for Force r. Forſe, 
I. 21. after any, for, r.; p 56. I. 18. for would r. world, |. 13. for nor r. 2, 
p. 57. I. 2. for wherein r. wherewith, p. 60. 1. 16. after live, for, r.? J. 35. 
after another i r., p. 63. 1, 32. for Tand r. And 1. 
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Of the Late Reverend 


Mr. HUBERT STOGDON. 


Aux vulgar herds may undiſtinguiſh'd die, 

And grov'ling ſouls in dark oblivion lie; 

| The miſer ſtrive on gold to graft his fame, 
And Parian tombs attempt to hide his ſhame; 

Patrician fools in ſtatues may ſurvive, 

And ſerve mankind as much as when alive ; 

The ſavage hero hunt for fame in fight, 

At once the world's great terror, and delight, 

Purſue ambition thro? a ſcene of blood, 

And gloſs his vices with his country's good : 

The haughty prætor, tympany of power, 

The drgad of fools, and idol of an hour, 


Swoln 


( xv1 ) 


Swoln up with office, big with civil ſway, 
May catch applauſe, and triumph for a day; 
The coward muſe does homage at his nod, 

2 lift the pigmy to a petty god, 

Heroic deeds in lying ſtrains expreſs, 

And robe th' oppreſſor in a patriot's dreſs, 
Burn incenſe to his ignorance and pride, 
And ſtrive with fame his villanies to hide; 
While the brib'd ſtanzas his ſucceſſors raiſe, 
Aſtoniſh vertue, blaſpheme truth with praiſe : 
Such ways may momentary heroes prize, 
With ſuch frail borrow'd plumes attempt to riſe z 
Thus abject ſouls may try to build renown, 

And make the ſpacious field of time their own. 
My humble muſe a nobler praiſe ſhall give, 
And no polluted character receive; | 
Great Stogdon's fame wants no ſuch aids to riſe, 
Her native. ſtature mixes with the ſkies ; 


His noble ſoul ſhall in true light appear, 


No gilding arts can be of ſervice here : 
What Juſtre can enrich the diamond's rays, 
Or dreſs the god of day in ſtronger blaze? 
His worth will immortality command, 
Without the poet's, or the ſculptor's hand, 
What tho' no pile acknowledges his name, 
Nor wounded ſtone deliver out his fame ? 
What tho* no emblems do his reliques grace, 
Nor buſtos ſtrive to imitate his face ? 

What tho' he liv'd retir'd from vulgar crowds, 
Like glitt'ring Phæbus ſwallow'd up in clouds? 
He Phænix- like ſhall from his aſhes riſe, 
And wrap his head within the lofty ſkies ; 
His works a nobler monument ſhall raiſe, 
And crown his brows with everlaſting bays, 
His facred numbers never ſhall expire, 

But triumph when the earth is wrapt in fire, 
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When paintings periſh, medals waſte in ruſt, 
When annals die, and ſtatues turn to duſt, 
Cxleſtial bards his tuneful notes ſhall ſing, 

And ſeraphs to them ſweep the ſounding ſtring. 

6! could I flow like thee, I'd mix my lays 

With ſoft compaſſion and majeſtick praiſe z 

Such tender notes ſhould iſſue from my tongue, 
As in the groves thy love-ſick Damon ſung, 
Whene'er his plaints afflict the liſt'ning ear 

Our boſoms heave, our eyes beſtow a tear, 

We bear his woes, we for his anguiſh mourn, 
And catch the ſoft infection in our turn. 

When Niſa's charms thy flowing verſe recite, 

We feel her beauties growing on our ſight: 

So juſt each ſtroke, ſo bright each feature ſhines, 
The queen of love emerges from his lines : 

Warm with, poetic life her beauties riſe, 

And give a real Venus to the eyes. 

But when the ſwelling trumpet's awful blaſt, 
Declares that nature's final doom is paſt ; 

When earth's ſtrong pillars at their baſis ſhake, 
And everlaſting mountains hear and quake, 

How bold the poet ſings, what ſcenes he draws 
With what fierce images his reader aws ? 

The fainting mortal feels his fire ſo ſtrong, 

Such force of majeſty attends his ſong, 

He bends, he ſinks beneath the mighty load, 
And wiſhes for the cooling epiſode. 

What horror ſtrikes us when th' arch-angels riſe, 
And with loud crackling noiſe fold back the ſkies? 
When heaven's eternal King, from fields of light, 
On hell's dark manſions pours his piercing ſight ; 
Our blood runs cold, and pale our faces turn, 

* To ſee his eye-balls ſparkle, and old Tophet burn, 
Thrice happy bard! in whom at once were join'd 
A lofty genius, and a vertuous mind, 

The 
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The ſons of wit, the ſouls of Phebear fire, 

Are ſlaves to luſt, and captives to deſire: | 
The blackeſt crimes their bright per fections foil, 
As rankeſt weeds ſpring in the richeſt ſoil. 

In thy poetick flowers no ſerpent glides, 

No venom waits, no gay deſtruction hides. 

In all thy flights pure wit with vertue ſhines; 
No ſweet perdition lodges in thy lines. | 
Thy language chaſt, as F#atts's diction flows, 
And Cowley's wit thy lively fancy ſhows : 

The Roman judgment in thy ſubjects ſhines, 
The fire of Milton flaſhes in thy lines. 

Great Addiſon's ſmooth numbers grace thy ſong, 
His force and harmony flow from thy tongue. 
My heart exults, my ſoul is all on fire; 

Hark! Pope's melodious fingers ſhake the lyre. 
Thou god of verſe! thou bright Apollo's ſon, 
Thy father's ſtrength and majeſty's thy own, 
Who ſhall attend thee in the rolls of fame? 
Thy like in ſhape, thy like in foul and flame. 
Such Stogdon was without the laxer part, 

The humane foibles clinging round thy heart. 
So juſt his life in every part appear'd : 

So ſtrict the vertue that his actions ſteer'd : 

So aw'd by reaſon's and religion's laws, 

Envy ſate mute, and gave him dumb applauſe. 
His charity was boundleſs as the main, 


Whoſe gen'rous arms each ſpreading realm contain: 


It held all nations in its fond embrace, 

And graſp'd all nature like unbounded ſpace. 
Religion dwelt within his ſacred breaſt, 

A darling friend and amicable gueſt, 

From fiery zeal, from cold indifference free, 
Brim-full of love and void of bigotry : 
Alike the pole,. alike the burning zone 

To the ſweet candour of his ſoul unknown. 
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80 pure his life, ſo fierce his flaming love, 
He vied in piety with ſaints above. 
His ſoul continually in rapture rode 
On wings of warm devotion to his Go p. 
The ſeraphim with wonder gaz'd to ſee 
A mind ſo pure, from human dregs fo free, 
A mind as bright as ſparks of heavenly fire, 
And thoughts as pure as cherubim's deſire. 
Had all the wealth Peruvian mountains keep, 
Had all the treaſures hoarded in the deep, 
Had all the gems that burn in Indian mines, 
Or glory that in earthly triumph's ſhines, 
Joyn'd in one mighty bribe to gain his heart, 
To make him from his dear- lov'd vertue part, 
To ſhake the honeſt vigour of his ſoul, 
He'd ſtood unmov'd and ſteady as the pole. 
The gaudy grandeur of th' ambitious great, 
Their ſhining honours and their gilded tate, 
Their ſwelling titles, and their haughty birth, 
Their noiſy revels, and inſipid mirth, 
Were golden fopperies he ne er admir'd, 
Alike with ſtate, alike with nonſenſe tir'd. 
The great man's ſmiles, the vulgar's frowns were born, 
With equal innocence and equal ſcorn: 
To catch their empty praiſe he never ſought, 
Nor with a fawning cringe their favours bought, 
Raiſed in himſelf, he triumph'd o'er his fate, 
And in ſublimity of ſoul was truly great. 
He taught mankind Ceſchew the paths of fin, 
And drink the ſtreams of pure religion in. 
Eternal eloquence flow'd from his tongue, 
And nervous reaſon from his topics ſprung. 
Adorn'd with all the charms, and force of phraſe 
That {till our pleaſure and our wonder raiſe. 
With eaſy wit fo juſt he'd paint the times, 

toes of vertue laugh'd at their own crimes z 
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With keeneſt ſatyr vice's favourites wound, 
And throw their baffled ſyſtems to the ground ; 
Againſt their vaunts with reaſon's batteries riſe, 
While deep-mouth'd judgment all its force applies. 
The dark Tartarian gulph is now his theme, 
Smother'd with ſmoke, and wrapt in livid flame; 
Where hope ne'er comes, and torments ever dwell, 
And black deſpair inflames the burning cell: 
A frowning Gop darts terrors from above, 
A Gor array'd in vengeance, once of love. 
His trembling lips the awful truths repeat, 
The guilty ſinner's pulſe forgets to beat : 
Amaz'd he ſtands and impotent with fears, 
While the big horror thunders in his ears, 
Conſigns himſelf to heaven, implores his God, 
T'accept his tears, and wave th'impending rod. 
Now manly eloquence reveals to fight + 
Cæleſtial glories, and immortal light. 
The field of life he ſets before our eyes; 
Vertue the race, and heaven the glorious prize, 
With ſtrongeſt reaſons moves us to purſue ; 
Himſelf preceptor, and example too. 
So pleaſingly his well turn'd periods warm, 
Vertue from him receives new power to charm : ' 
He draws the cheating mirror from our ſight, 
And ſhows th' angelic maid in native light; 
Daughter of heaven, bright off-ſpring of the ſkies, 
To whom my very ſoul in raptures riſe, 
Religion borrows all her charms from thee, 
Her heavenly beauties, and divinity. 
Before ſhe was, thy eſſence was the ſame, 
TH eternal offfpring of th? Eternal Flame: 
She*ll feel deſtruction in the final doom, 
But thou ſhalt flourith in immortal bloom. 
Let hot enthuſiaſts in their luſt of zea] 
To all the monſters of their brain appeal; 


With 
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prove every vapour, and phantaſtic rant: 
The movings of divinity within, | 
s, And ſtruglings of the deity with fin: 
Virtue conſiſts not in a waking dream, 
Or rampant ſally of the purple ſtream : 
1, WM She feels no joys but what right reaſon brings, 
And all her rapture from juſt action ſprings. 
This was the vertue, that inſpir'd his foul, 
The heavenly energy, that mov'd the whole. 
Theſe bright perfections did not ſhine alone; 
For all the demy-vertues were his own z 
The ſocial charms that link the human mind, 
And lead in ſweet captivity mankind. 
His wit was lively, and his language chaſt, 
With ſoft addreſs, and ſweeteſt action grac'd. 
In humour pleaſant, and in action grave, 
In temper gentle, yet in danger brave; 
When death attack'd him with his tort' ring train, 
And all his ſubtle inſtruments of pain, 
He view'd the final glaſs, and tyrant's dart, 
And ſmiling bid him dip it in his heart. 
He ſaw the direful glutton's ghaſtly mirth, 
Pleas'd with the luſcious bait of dying earth: 
His eager 323 the lazy ſand provoke 
His eager ſoul petitions for the ſtroke. 
„ Thus ripe for bliſs he forc'd the feeble clay, 
Shook off mortality, and ſhot away. 
do pureſt Ether ſtruggles ſtill to riſe, 
And with. impatient inſtinct ſeeks the ſkies. 
O how ſhall I thy woful loſs deplore ? 
Thy excellence but makes our ſorrows more. 
Robb'd of the world's chief ornament in thee, 
From earthly things thy death hath ſet us free; 
We pant, and long to reach the ſeats on high, 
And taſte the es Aus of thy native ſky. 
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No more ſhall we with rapture heat thy ſong, 
Or catch enchantment dropping from thy tongue; 
No more our reaſon pleaſingly ſubmit, 
To the ſweet charms of thy perſuaſive wit ; 
Our ſouls no more tranſported by thy ſtrains, 
Trickle in pleaſure thro* the mazy veins 
Cut off in thee abortive numbers ſleep, 
Silence, and death the pleaſing magic keep, 
Come all his friends, and o'er his aſhes weep, 
One ſad eternal funeral vigil keep: 
Such heavy ſtrokes will not permit relief, 
Exceſſi ve loſs demands exceſſive grief. 
You know his worth, and let it be your boaſt; 
Your grief exceeds, becauſe you knew him moſt 
Aſſemble all who Pindus ſhades adore, 
Your preſident of wit and verſe deplore ; 
With cypreſs garlands dreſs your drooping head, 
In doleful dirges mourn the ſacred dead. 
Who'll now chaſtize the errors of your ſong ? 
Teach the poetic ſtream to glide along; 
In rapid numbers roll th* impetuous tide, 
Or the ſmooth notes in eaſy motions guide. 
Cou'd vertue, wit, good ſenſe, or genius fave 
A dying hero from the hungry grave; 
Con'd wiſhes, prayers, or beauteous tears prevail 
With fate to ballance the deſcending ſcale; 
Dear Stegdon's preſence ſtill had bleſt our ſight, 
Improv*'d our joys, and taught us new delight. 
Had Orpheus ever paſt th* oblivious tide, 
And with his ſtrains redeem'd the captive bride ; 
Cou'd magick numbers bribe the powers beneath; 
His lyre had triumph'd over fate and death. 
But ah! no charms cou'd lay the tyrant*s rage, 
And fave the riſing wonder of the age; 
No tears, nor prayers cou'd ftretch his deſtin'd date, 
Or cancel the recorded writ of fate. 
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In vain his other ſelf implores his life, 
With all the paſſions of a tender wife. 
In vain her ſtreaming eyes, and prayers, and tears; 
He quits the earth, and gains the ſhining ſpheres. 
The muſe alone could ſee him mount the skies; 
She cloſe purſued him with poetic eyes. 
She watch*d th* unſullied ſpirit up the road 
And ſaw the joyful ſeraphs round him crowd, 
With loud hoſanna's guide him to the ſhore, 
Where ſtorms ne'er beat, nor angry tempeſts roar z 
Where no low cares the cup of bliſs alloy, 
Infect the draught, and damp the ſparkling joy; 
Where real pleaſure ſpreads her downy wings, 
And every thought a holy. tranſport brings: 
There mix'd with heroes, gods and kings, he reigns, 
And adds new luſtre to the Elizian plains. 
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— N HERE are ſweet ſeaſons, when tlie mind 
UP More ſerious thoughts, and loves to be 
"A alone: 


2 Collects herſelf, and proves the happy 
ean 


Twixt gloom and laughter, vanity and ſpleen: 


he * Calls 


puts on 
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Calls in her ſalient airs, abates her fires, 
Leaves to th* unthinking herd their vain deſires, 
Looks round, and ſmiles, and ſighs, and fo retires, 
Retires, but where? For in ſuch hours as theſe 
Tis not meer ſun-ſhine, or meer ſhade can pleaſe, 
Too ſad the grotto, and too vain the day; 
The night too gloomy, and the ſun too gay. 
Where can a ſoul retire, what refuge find, 
To ſuit ſuch delicacy of rhe mind ? 
Kind Heav'n has bleſt me with a dear retreat, 
Too tender for deſcription, yet too great : 
So ſoft the ſhade, ſo reverend the grove, 
One muſt b: all religion, or all love. 
Here bending alders bending alders greet, 
Obſequious branches mingle as they meet, 
(Emblems of rarer friendſhip) how they're twin'd, 
Whom ſocial bloom and ſocial ſufferings bind ! 
In ſpite of autumn blaſts, and winter ſtorms, 
They grow, and flouriſh in each other's arms ; 
So firm tl alliance, and th' embrace ſo true 
The ſtroke that parts em, muſt deſtroy them too 
While gently the young curling — play, 
Whiſper, and nod, and beckon all the day. 
Tis here a ſolemn arch corrects the rays, 
Screens off the gaudy luſtre, and allays, 
And ſweetly tempers the fierce noon-day blaze. 
Such ſhades, *methinks, e*en conſecrate the ground, 
And caſt an awful ſanctity around! 
Yet ſome fair beams of virgin light appear, 
Like ſparkling diamonds glittering here and there, 
Shedding their milder glories down: but ſtay, 
Where am I rov'd? I only meant to ſay, 
Here I read YouxG, and thought on the laſt day. 
Thoſe hours, good Gop! thoſe laſt important hous 
Shoot to my heart, and rally all my powers. 
Hope, fear, dread, joy, doubt, longing, and ſurpriz, 
Terror, and gladneſs all at once ariſe, 


And 
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And with joint force like blended currents roll, 

And deluge ev*ry region of my ſoul, | 

Rocks rending ! roaring oceans ! ſhrieking fears ! 

Thunders, and burſting tombs, and ſhattring 
[ſpheres, 

Groans ! noiſe, and rattling clangors ſtun my ears. 

ſee th'eſtabliſh'd hills about me quake, 

| feel earth's fundamental pillars ſhake. 

Tis all diffolv'd ; *tis looſned all around 


And lab'ring earthquakes heave the tremblingground. 


The frightful ſhock in Britain firſt began, 
And rent through all the kingdoms to Japan, 
Clave through the tott*ring Alps, and as it flew 
Whole chains of mountains at a run o'erthrew. 
Unable theſe dire ruins to redreſs 
|, lee pale nature in her laſt diſtreſs, 
With drooping charms amidſt the chaos pine, 
And all her glories in the wreck reſign. 
Two mighty angels cloath'd in white array, 
Juſt now commiſſion'd to prepare the way, 
Por the deſcending triumph, ſwiftly fly, 
And tear the gaudy hangings of the fly ; 
Which full through threeſcore centuries they wore 3 
But now adorn the ruin'd earth no more. 
A ſpacious chaſm like heav*n's grand entrance, wide, 
And two vaſt folding doors on either fide 


While both archangels with each other vie, 

And each with crackling noiſe rolls back the ſky, 

Lord! what a tide of fearful glory roll'd, 

Burning and fierce like ſeas of melted gold, 

Pouring at once upon my feeble fight 

Rivers of joy, and cataracts of light! 

Yet the ſweet ſtreamin pleaſure, iſſuing thence, 

dtrengthen'd and cariftel my viſual ſen. 

dard to gaze once more, I gaz'd and ſaw, | 

Heav'ns advance- guard their burning ſabres draw. 
A 2 Twelve 


nd, Flew open nine degrees, full zenith high, | 


Twelve legions theſe, behind them myriads more, 
Soft vehicles of brilliant Ether wore ; 

Not armed for battle now, no dreadful light 
From hoſtile helms gleam'd formidably bright: 
But all like victors hymn'd a joyous ſong, 

Wav'd high their palms, and paſs'd in pomp along 
Chariots of ſtate in endleſs order ſtand. 

All ready harneſs'd, waiting the command, 

Each of one ſingle gem, by art divine 

The wheels are poliſh'd, and the axles ſhine. 
Beams ſhoot thro' beams, and croſſing rays with 
Blend ſubtly, and reflect a various blaze. ſrays, 
Dominions, powers, and chiefs ſit next the 2 


Robed for the day with all their cor'nets on, 
Waiting the ſignal too, and longing to be gone. 
Hark ! the glad trumpet ſounds th' eternal King, 
Bids ev*ry ſaint touch ev'ry tender ſtring, 

And all th* harmonious ſeraphs ſoft recorders ſing, 
Anon a full-blown clarion ſwells the ſound, 
While ſtronger levets from the hills rebound, 
And bolder martial muſick thunders all around. 
Shouting the armies move in dread array, 

A Gov, a Gop, ye light'nings clear the way, 
« Andgrace th' immenſe tranſactions of the day. 
He comes! but o! the beams are too intenſe, 
Th' inſufferable glory drowns my ſenſe - 

In flouds of over-pow'ring excellence. 

Tis all unſpeakable no more I dare! 

I'll top my fault' ring lame deſcription there, 
Nor aim to utter what I cannot bear. 

E'en YounG himſelf recoils, and dreads to view 
Th amazing ſcene he promis'd to purſue. 

He felt it arduous labour as he wrought, 

And ſweats ſometimes beneath the ſtreſs of thought, 
Jealous he aims, and cautiouſly afpires, 

Till loaded with the pond'rous theme he tires, 


And 
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And almoſt owns the images too ſtrong, 

And ſhows he could not bear a rapture long, 

So ſtruggles a young prophet, ſo oppreſt, 

When the firſt inſpiration falls his breaſt; 

do trembles at the unknown extacy, 

And ſtarts at the firſt movings of a Deity; 
While the old ſeer, us'd ro ſuch ſtrong delight, 
Can bear tranſporting viſions all the night. 

Not ſo as yet our Bard; but bold and wiſe, 
High as was ſafe to fall he dares to rife. 

When a ſtrong impulſe threats the Poet's brain, 
How warily.he checks the obedient rein! 

The ſtagg' ring muſe he tenderly unloads, 

And gently breaths her in cool epiſodes. 

He knew, when thoughts are moderately worn, 
And the poetick fire 1s loath to burn, 5 
Th advantage of digreſſion and return; 

That when the ſickning rhapſodies decline, 

He yet might ſeem to check em with deſign. 
Half the laſt trump th' advent'rous Bard reveals, 
But then the angel prudently conceals. 

For, it he laviſh'd here, where ſhould he find 
Splendour enough for all the pomp behind ? 

Like a wiſe maſter in theſe thrifty arts, 

He breaks his labour into various parts; 

Well knows, and handſomly — the pain 

Of driving on in an unbroken ſtrain. 

TI advantage of beginning ſaves the ſenſe, 
Helps on the work, yet leflens the expenſe. 

We don't expect a Preface ſhould ſurprize, 
Canto's like bells muſt have their time to riſe ; 
Tune briſkly on a little while, and then, 

As peals are us'd to do, ceaſe down again. 

Two noble calumns eminently ſhine, 

As ſeraphs well could paint, or Luke deſign. 
Here *tis the Poet burns with heav'nly fire; 

And here Urania did indeed inſpire, 

| Here 


1 
Here the bleſt maid did gen'rouſly impart 
The ſtrength of genius, and the blaze of art. 
When he unfurl'd the flag; ſhe ſtill was there, 
And waved the chriſtian banner in the air. 
She (Heav'ns *twas ſhe I) that vig*rous colour ſhed, 
And dy'd the ſtandard Buch ſo deep a red. 
She ting'd the bleeding croſs, that pour'd a ſtain 
% Wheree'r it flow'd, on earth, or air, or main 
4 That fluſh't the hills, and ſet on fire the wood, 
C That turn'd the deep dy*d ocean into blood. 
« O formidable glory ! dreadful bright 
«« Oh ſtay Urania, ſtay thy haſty Lache ; 
Nor leave the Bard ſo ſoon tis o'er, 
He ſwoons ! He dies, and can — no more. 
The goddeſs was reſolv'd indeed to ſee, 
If he could bear the whole Divinity. 
She tries, and finds a moment more was death; 
So kindly leaves him to recover breath. 
In pity to her Votary ſhe flies, 
He i trembling ſtill *rwixt joy and terror cries. 
« *Tis more than meer mortality can bear 
Then calm and undiſturb'd concludes in prayer. 
Tir'd with the glorious toil, he leaves the ſtage, 
A warning to the Poets of the age, 
That none may facrifice his muſe in vain 
To what no ſingle genius can ſuſtain. 
But if you'd build an Epic, that ſhall laſt 
Home to the awful trumpet's riſing blaſt; 
Whoſe period ſhall the forewarn'd Judgment bring, 
And periſh only in the flames you ling 3 
Thar the laſt ages, as they read in you 
Nature's laſt agonies, may ſee em too; 
Mingle your different glories in th' eſſay, 
Unite your labours, and divide the day. 
Great App1son, aſſiſt the vaſt deſign ; 
And in unrival'd numbers ſing the time, 


When 
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When rocks ſhall melt, the boiling fea ſhall roar, 'Y 
The glories of thy own CamPaicn be Oer, „ 
AndBLENHEIM's ſtately dome ſhall be no more.) 
Be't thy peculiar labour to prepare 
The grand tribunal blazing in the air. 
Deſcribe th' incarnate God enthron'd above, 
The flaſhings of his wrath, and beamings of his love, 
When he ſnows round the tokens of his wounds, 
How ſweet he ſmiles, how awfully he frowns. 
Tell how he ſhines propitious on the good, 
The travel of his ſoul, the purchaſe of his blood. 
Say, how they joy and glory in his fight; 
Bask in his beams, and glitter in his light: 
How to the ſhiv*ring croud at length he turns, 
His eye-balls ſparkle, and old Tophet burns. 
STANDEN, with charming airs, and lovely grace, 
juſt in his thoughts, and happy in addreſs, 
Shall greet the riſing ſaints, and ſweetly ſing, 
How well-rewarded martyrs hail their King; 
Range all the thrones in regular array, 
And aid the ceremonies of the day. 
War vs has a ſoul elaborately wrought, 
Command of diction, and a flow of thought. 
With eaſe he kindles love, or flaſhes fire, 
And leads our paſſions captive to his lyre. 
He weeps and but too — we feel his woe, 
While tears like his own mournful numbers flow. 
Joy, like a ſudden trance, breaks through his ſtrains, 
„ Plays round our hearts, and ſprings thro' all our veins. 
When to grave Allimans he Grin his voice, 
And Judgment is the theme we ſtill rejoyce, 
But oh! Iike his own conſecrated ſtrings, 
Rejoyce with trembling, as the Poet ſings. 
alence, thou noiſy world, your cares ſuſpend, 
A while ye buſy ſons of men attend. 
Solemn and dreadful, as the Angel ſwore, 
Hark! Watts proclaims, that TIE SHALL BE NO _ b. 
car 
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Hear his prophetick lines your doom foretell 

And ſentence the whole world to Heav'n or Hell. 
And oh what joy muſt kindle in that breaſt, 

Whom Chriſt the righteous Judge pronounces bleſt [ 
But at the word DRY AR N (tormenting ſound,) 
Ah what a doleful groan will bellow all around! 

W a T Ts would deſcribe the rapture, and deſpair; 
And tell, what thoughts and ſhrieks will eccho there, 
Could he ſuſtain, or ſeaſ nably controul 

Th' impatient ſallies of his panting foul, 

But when he ſees the ſaints, and views the throne, 
And ſpeaks of joys ſo great to be his own, 

Fir'd at the — he'd burſt the feebler clay, 
Ruſh through the tott' ring walls, and fly away. 


on the Death of a Child. 


I. 


ow ſweet was the ſurprize 


H (The thought th* imagination Warmn) 
hen els bid the infant joy, 


And claſpt him in their arms 


II. 


He felt another kind of life, 
And found he was new born, 
As __ and vigorous as the: ſun, 
blooming as the morn. 


III. 


Upwards they bear him to the ſkies 5 
he ſtars beneath his feet. 
All with the talk of heav'nly joys 


The ra iſh'd ſtranger greet. 8 
N 1 IV. But 


(9) 


IV 


Buc when the pearly gates they ſaw, 

« We're come, (they cry*d) we're come 
Earth was but a ſhort inn to you 

« But this muſt be your home. 


V. 


And now the full grown ſoul perceiv'd, 


Why his new powers were given; 
And ſung the grace, that brought him ſafe 
The neareſt way to Heaven. 


vL | 
He (happy ſoul!) returns no more. . 
Let us prepare to go; 


And ſing with him, who only ſtayed 
To weep with us below. 


On the Death of Mrs. Mary Billing ſiey, Oct. 
23, 1726. in the 20th Year of her Age. 


Weep not for me. 
3 
D an friends, farewell, your hurrying lifeI try'd 
A while, but ſoon grew ſick of it, and dy'd. 


Could you but think half what we ſaints enjoy; 
You'd long for a releaſe to follow me. 


II. 


Then waſte no tears on me, but if you doz 
Ell own the ſympathy, and pity you, 


B Not 


Fd 
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Not for your globe would I return again, 
To that poor wilderneſs of beaſts and men; 
But wiſh you ſafely thro'your threeſcore yearsand ten. 


An Epitaph, for a Perſon of an advaced age. 


ow ſtrangely fond of life poor mortals be! 
H Who that ſhall ſee this bed would change with me? 

Let gentle reader, tell me which is beſt? 

The toilſome journey, or the tray'ller's reſt. 


- 


The UnxNowNn WORI D, occaſioned by the 
hearing a paſſing Peal. 


J. 


ARK! my gay friend, that ſolemn toll 
Speaks the departure of a ſoul : 
Tis gone, that's all we know, but where, 
Or how the unbodied ghoſt does fare 


IT. 


In that myſterious world, Gop knows, 
And God alone, to whom it goes; 
To whom dgparting ſouls return, 

To know their doom to ſhine, or burn. 


III. 


Ah by what glim'ring light we view 

The Unxxnown WorLp we're haſt'ning to 
Gop has lock*d up the future age, 

And planted darkneſs round the ſtage. 


* 8 IV. Wik 


me! 


the 


Wise 
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IV 


Wiſe Heav'n has made it all perplext, 
And drawn *twixt this life and the next 
A dark impenetrable ſkreen, | 
And all behind 1s all unſeen. 


V. 


We talk of Heav'n, and talk of hell: 
But what they mean, no tongue can tell. 
Heav'n is a place where angels are, 


And hell of horrible deſpair. 


VI. 


But what theſe awful words imply, 
None of us know before we die. 


Whether we will or no, we muſt - 
Take the ſucceeding life on truſt, 


VIL 


This Hour, ſ{ppoſe, our friend is well; 
Death-ſtruck the next cries out farewell, 
[ die, and then, for all we ſee, 

Ceaſes at once to breath and be. 


VIII. 


Thus launch'd from life's ambiguous ſhore. 
Ingulph'd in death, appears no more; 
T*emerge where unſeen ghoſts repair, 
In diſtant worlds, we know not where. 


IX. 
Spirits fly ſwift; perhaps tis gone 
A thouſand leagues beyond the ſun, 


B 2 


EW) 


Or twice ten thouſand more twice told, 
E'er the forſaken clay is cold. 


* 


And yet who knows? the friends we lov'd, 
Tho? dead, may*nt be ſo far remov'd, 
Only this vail of fleſh between, 

Perhaps glide by us, tho* unſeen. 


XI. 


While we their loſs lamenting ſay, 

© They're out of hearing far away; 
Guardians to us perhaps they're there, 
Conceal'd in vehicles of air. 


XII. 


And yet no notices they give, 

Nor tell us where, or how they live; 
Tho? conſcious, while with us below. 
How they themſelves deſir'd to know. 


XIII. 


As if bound up by ſolemn fate 

To keep this ach of their ſtate; 
To tell their joys or pains to none, 
That man might live by faith alone, 


XIV. 


Well, let my Sovereign if he pleaſe, 
Lock up his marvellous decrees. | 
Why ſhould I wiſh him to reveal 6 


What he thinks proper to conceal ? 


XV. II 


2 


XV. 


It is enough that I believe, 

Heav'n's ſweeter than I can conceive, 
That he who makes it all his care 

To ſerve Gop here, ſhall ſee him there. 


XVI. 
But oh, what worlds ſhall I ſurvey, 
The moment that I leave chis clay? 


How ſudden the ſurpize! How new! 
Gop grant it may be happy too! 


A Poem occaſioned by the Death of nine 
Perſons ſuffocated 1 ina Cone. 


2 


0 NH how ſecure are thoughtleſs ſouls, 
Diſſolv'd in carnal mirth ! 

How can you flight ſuch awful calls, 
Within an inch of death? 


"i 


« Oft have I ſpoken, faith the Lord, 
«© With an inviting voice. 

Had thoſe kind accents won your hearts, 
Mercy was ſtill my choice. 


III. 


« When urg'd to breath devouring fire, 
„ oft have quench'd it too, 
« When *twas impatient to deſtroy : 


„What more could mercy do? 
IV. « While 


; => 
g * 


IV. 
«© While anger burn ' d, compaſſion ſtill 
« Was kindled in my breaſt : 


When forc'd to warn you by a few, 
«© Mercy preſerv'd the reſt, 


Fe prov'd my works, ye ſaw my ways, 
« My pity, power, and ire; 

«« When ſome I pluck'gilike halt-burnt brands, 
« Or tinder from the fire. 


VI. 


66 But ſoon the ſhort liv'd wonder dy d. 
And ſo I loſt my end: 

« Each choſe his way ; tho wel they Bow, 
<« I warn'd them to amend. 


. 
« Once more I ſent my awful voice; 
c It ſhook the conſcious earth. 


« Oh what is man within the blaſt 
Of my devouring breath 


VIII. 


«© RNow!I reſol d to ſhow my power, | 
« And propagate my fear ; i SEI | 
«© To make ev*n diſtant ſinners pray, _ | 
« And tremble when they hear. 


75 r | 
6 Yet think not, they who felt that day 
« Were ſinners more than you : 
«« But learn what chaff you are, learn what 
« A jealous Gop can do 


X. te 


# 


Ye 


(5) 


| «43 N. 
Ye living men, whom mercy ſpar'd, 
In trembling praiſe conſpire : | 


Fear him, who bears the dreadful name 


Gop a ConSUMING FIRE. 


Blaming himſelf. 


A Tranſlation of an Epigram of Mr. Watts, 
Hore Lyrice, Pag. 109. 


H why ſo fond of life? what tempts thy ſtay, 
O Watts, in this degrading houſe of clay? 

Loaded with thouſand ills thou'lt ſtill complain, | 
And faintly aim to riſe, but (ah) in vain! > 
The body gravitates to earth again. 
The ſeeds of fin float in th? arterial flood, 
And crimes lye brooding in thy youthful blood. 
Grief, pain, and love diſtract thy mind by turns. 
And paſſion like an inward feaver burns. 
Satan that ſubtle foe embroils thy way, 
Lays ſnares unſeen, and eyes thee as his prey. 
See! ev'ry ſtar ſollicits thee to come! 
Beckons and nods, and ſeems to call the home! 


Think of departed ſaints, how bleſt they be! 


And how thy empty manſion groans for thee. 

See! Uriel waits, and his bright chorus ſings; 
Officious SER aPHs tender thee their wings: 

ALL Hxav'x does wiſh thy ling'ring voy'ge wereo'er, 
Angels would joy to.welcome thee to ſhore; 

Jesvs invites, Here here's thy only reſt, 

** Come lean thy weary temples on my breaſt, 


. - 


He 


Rs 


He muſt indeed his houſe of bondage love, 
Whom eatth nor hell, nor all the hoſt above, 
Seraphs nor ſtars, nor Gop himſelf can move, 


Spirits in Priſon. 
I. 
tek of this doleful life I groan, *' | 
8 And long to be at reſt, 3 
To lean my weary head, my Lord! 
On thy refreſhing breaſt. . 


— 


II. 
My inexpreſſible deſires | | 
Are only known to thee. 
How gladly could I burſt theſe walls, | 
And die for liberty ! 


IL 
Oh! with what eager joy I'd tear 
A paſſage to my heart, 
Rend ev'ry nerve that holds it there | 
Unmindful of the ſmart; 


3 | 
If one ſuch bloody pluck might end 


For ever all my pains, 
And ſend me to thoſe joyous realms, 
Where, peace eternal reigns. 


FF 4% 


V. | 
Who would not venture one ſuch pang | 
I0o gain immortal bliſs, 
Rather than bear the tireſome load 5 


Of ſuch a life as this? 


VI. But 


Il 


(i) 


VI. 
But one ſhort agony and then 
All our fad ſtruglings paſt: - 
But oh ! how ma chrows has life ? 0 
And die we — at laſt. x 


VIL 
Souls that are conſcious of their birth, 
And think how ſpirits live, | 
Feel daily ſomewhat worſe than death, 
Or ſtupid fouls conceive. 


VIII. 


Life is ſore eval, and to breath 
Is but to gaſp for breath: 
Laughter's a meer ö N n 
And frenzy is our mirth. | 


IX. 


A gen*rous ſoul would ſcorn to live 
At this ignoble rate, 

Without this reconciling thought, 
Thar there's an after ſtate. 


X. 


Now her keen thoughts can hardly bear 
To wait the live-long day; 

Strangl'd in fleſh, half-drown'd in blood, 
And muffled up in clay, 


XI. 


Ye happy minds, who never felt 
What we embodied muſt, 
Yet gueſs what fetter'd ſpirits feel, 
And fouls choak'd up with duſt, 
© XII. Yau 


(18 ) 


XII. 
You fleet it free from ſun to ſun, 


Or to the center dive: 
Oh! pity kindred minds in chains, 
And ſouls interr*d alive. 


XII. 


Tho' in theſe moving tombs confin' d, 
We're all immortal too; 

Form'd all of empyreal light, 

And the ſame fire with vou. 


XV. 


When death &*er long ſhall break theſe chains; 7 


Then from each mouldring clod 
Shall ſpring ſo many riſing uns,” 
Fair images of Goo. 


1 


Then ſhall we love, and ſing, and ap ned 


With native freedom bleſt; 
But oh! eternity itſelf 
Can only tell the reſt, 


Tho Divided Shears laden; 
"17 


Should in one boſom meet 
Lord ! can thy ſpirit ever dwell 
Where ſatan has a net 


TRANGE that ſo much of Heav'n and hell 


en ht II. Nov 


| 


JW 


f 


tw) 


W II. 

Now I am all transform'd to love, 
And could expire in praiſe; 

Anon, not all the joys above 
One chearful note can raiſe. 


III. 
When I with penſive thoughts review - / 
The mazes I have trod; 


Aſtoniſh'd at the grace that dre 


My wand'ring ſoul to G op. 


IV. 
Oh! with what ardent zeal I vow 
To purify within; 
What. indignation riſes now 
At the meer thought of fin ! 


| V. 
Yet vain amuſements, hurrying cares, 
Trifles of loſs or gain, 
Or carnal joys, or worldly fears 
Seduce my heart again, 


VI. | 
By faithleſs doubts; of golden dreams, 
I'm tortur'd, or betray'd:: 


Still toſt between the two extreams 3 
Too vain, or too diſmay'd. | 


VII. 


Oh! my infatuated powers, 
Awake, and watch, and pray : 
For time whirls round the haſty hours, 
To hurry me away. 2 
2 


VIII. And 


(20) 


VIII. 
And, Lox, if this declining ſun 
Should prove the laſt to me, 
And ſet before my work is done; 
How fearful would it be? 


IX. 
"Tis ſaid on the keen edge of death 
To ſay, „I cannot tell | 
Whether my laſt expiring breath 
« Puffs me to heav'n or hell. 


| 3 
[Unite me, Lord, to fear thy name, 
I earneſtly implorez; _ 
That hope and fear, . doubt, guilt, and ſhame 
Divide my heart no more. * 
XI. 
Decide the dubious awful caſe 
By ſome aſſuring ſign: 
And oh! may thy all conquering grace 
Demonſtrate I am thine. 


XII. 
Riſe ſun of righteouſneſs and ſhine, 
Spring a celeſtial day 
That this benighted ſoul of mine 
May praiſe, as well as pray. 


XIII. 


So the firſt dawn gleams thro? the night, 
Till the bright fun ariſe, 

And pours a flaod of glorious light 
O'er all the ſmiling ſkies, $54 


— 


(ar) 


A Funeral PoE Mu, 


Compoſed to be ſung before à Sermon, oc- 
caſioned by the Death of three young Men, 
who periſhed in a Coal. mine taking Fire. 


| I. 
G Gop of time and chance! © 
Diſpoſer of our Days! 
How awful is thy providence, _ T 
How fearful is thy praiſe! | | | 


II 


Thy Sow'reign power's the ſame 
In heaven's vaſt realms on high, 
And earth's dark caverns where unſeen 


The ſulph*rous vapours lye. 


III. 


Rude rocks ſhall melt away 
Beneath thy awful ſtroke. 

Touch but the hills, and ſtrait they burn; 
The valleys, and they ſmoke. : 


IV. 


0 who can bear to ſtand 
Before thy face, O LORD 
When air, and earth, and fire are arm'd 


To execute thy word? 
9 


Oh how ſhould ſinners fear 
What thy right hand can do! 
Speak but the word RETURN, they turn 


To duſt, and aſhes too. 


VI. We 


' (CE Þ Ws 


VE VE... Tor. 
We tread upon 391 Ne? who $5 10 
on let us Ab infear! n Jon A 
* hand can fire ſome hidden wur, noi | 
blaſt us even here. = 


F | _ | V, 
Sinners! if once his wrath | 
Begins to ſmoke, beware! | 7 


Pra 1 now, leſt he conſume you all, 
er you have time for prayer. 


The Appeal. 
Y Gov, and am I not ſincere? 
Here feel m my throbbing; heart: 
r 


O how it panteth to draw near, 8 
| And ſee 1 ART? | 


OE IT. 
My boſom glows with ſubtle flame, 
Sighs do bur fan the fire; 


It heaves, and trembles at thy name, 6 
With an unknown deſire. 


III. 


If I but hear thy name, I ſtart; 
Oh what muſt be thy face? 

If I but ſay, Think, Oh my heart, p 
«© The joys of his embrace; 


TV. ! 


At Church, + Sung immediately before Prayer, 


(83) 


IV. 
| guſh and feel my maſs of blogd....... 
Like boiling billows roll, ALS 
And ſomething ſwift as lightning wou'd 
Shoot thro* my very ſoul. - 


Vows, promiſes, and prayers, and cries 
May feign, and prove untrue : 

But can theſe longings, and theſe ſighs 
Prove falſe and treach*rous too? 


Nay then I know no other teſt, 
Muſt I my hopes reſign ? 

Then never was an human breaſt 
So ſtrangely falſe as mine. 


VII. 
But oh it is not ſo, Pm ſure; 
The thought is killing pain. 
And now.I know, and feel *tis more 
Than hypocrites can feign. . 


VIII 


Should*ſt thou, O ſearcher of my reins, - 
ueſt ion it's faith to thee; 
'Twould*burn with agonies, and pains, 
And raging jealouſy. 


IX. 
'Twould work, and labour, ſweat and beat, 
It's loyalty to prove; 


And ſpring towards thy judgment ſeat, 
To plead it's ardent love. 


| * | 


Farewell 


| 
| 
| 
0 
0 
U 
| 
} ' 


— RR > cy —— ——— ———— 
o — — 
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F. eue 70 Love. 5 


£3 


Hose, to that diner ray. 
That firſt allur d my eyes away 
From ev'ry mortal fair. 

Watts Hern 1 


UCIA can boaſt a conſtant ſoul, 
Thought I, amidſt a changing world : 


Thus we may ſee one ſteady pole, 
Tho' giddy ſtars are round it hurPd. 


But ſhe betray da VE = 
4 of conſtant love: 
So the pole: ſtar itſelf, we find, 


Tho* unobſerv'd, does always move. 


III. 
Shell yield, ſuſpend, deny, conſent 


And wanton's with her lover's chain, 
She'll vow, and of her vow repent 3 
| Repent of that and vow again. 


IV. . 


I'm weary of the enchanted ground, 
This falſe deluding myſtery. 
Pye danc'd with fairies in a round 


Enough already; ſet me free. 


v. Why 


689 


Why, oh ye magick pow TY N beo bull | 
Do ts tor 1 mer th bled 
did I ever f. SPAIRYF *511116575 213 101 00 


Say, 
bees e ns Jef rn o nn 1 


— 


I 

[ aſk no other favour now 

For all the ills yon've Hide me ee wo 
Neer make and bra OY 10 in of 


.\ 
PzxFiDious CHAAME At de ge. * 
uf e |. * / 


VII. 
PI think thy former 2K RIES hs 
Thus thus PI break ed vil 
Now you ſhall Pain and BotHöre [1 112 
BAR BAROUS ANU HHU W FAN N 20 
of baaulloqny 1 ani Hare 
XIII. 
Now to the round of mortal Joys 
Dare? all my ardent paſſiBns We 1-1 117 97 999) 
ths, dangets, wiles);and;ftrimge/'decoys '|'// 
In unſuſpetted boſoms hel 10! 5:1 1 vo | % wo/! 


Rs | & 10 JON 1 * nt (aN 98 927 IIe. Ji 1 21 
! 


And yet my ſoul breaths 22 alone; 


My eſſence is pexpetual fire 103 
Still all my paſſions are but one, 
The various pantings * deſire. 
. AI 2513 bi Dee 72 5 os © 
Well, if Thope'n blig from N. 3 . 
Proud, nice, unkind, diſda nful fairs, 18 | IT : 


Adieu, ungen Tous world adieu, © 
Why Fl fy to heav'n and ſeek it there. ; 
D XI. Kind 


(46) 


Xt. 


Behold thy — Mit er = 
Once for r creature, now for dee, x 4 3 


In flames of fierceſt bve 1 burn. 8 


* 
. 


Worn 4 125130 NN 

T own, dear J. O R On it was unjuſt . 1 His 20 
To think, a paſſion, {a divine d Dn ; lam , 

Was kindled for the. faireſt duſt, 2>2UVOLICI1THYI 

Which by prerogative was thine. 


Thy beauty, ob unebanging Gon. ae 
Shall all my future hours . ut no 
Nor Lucia, 8 poor ſnowy; clod. 

Shall taint the Wr joy. 
Now to the world In tell and prove; L 
What worthleſs things theſe beauties be. 
Now if I ever die for love,. Wn 
It ſhall be, * R D, for _ of chew. 


Colin's Ark, or, Damon to Niſa. 


uin J. 
HE Cupids had left all the lawns; 


The ſhepherds fell out about Pan: 
The noiſe had affrighted the fauns, 


And all the Kiba wood-doves were . | 
12 FT F I The 


* 


The 


(99) 


II. 


The reeds had forgot their ſweet. 5 80 N sv Ie 
Nor murmur'd ſo ſoft as. before; ar. art hn n 8 
Diſputes had diſtracted the ſwains, ad AX Iv 


And love was regarded no more. 1 


II. 
Poor Damon might talk to the wind 
His paſſion for Ni/a the fair, nate 2] nA 
And noe HVV = 
And ſigh till he vaniſn q to air. 


The ſhepherds ſad comforters rox : = 
Talk nought but of Pa 7 he nies," & 5 5 
Inhumanl bane? his (ol. "O_ oh" ah? 


And call it all whining and rhimes. 


W. 
To ſhun all their j jeers, and der ſtrife, 
He flies to a neighbour: 
To lament the hard fate af | 29s 
In n *twill be ſhortly hg g —.— ee 


* 


VI. 
Againſt the * rock he recli R 
Like a langu ithing lover, 44 head: 2 7 
_ oul now bee thy. whole mind, 

ere none can upbraid thee, he aid. 


vn. 

He thought it a kind of relief, 
While here he lamented alone: 

Kind ecchoes repeated his grief, 18 
In Plajnrs full as ſoft. * his own. 


* 
VIII. 


(W) 


O all ye ſoft: Powers Ibive!” 0 zd bat e9%% 97.7 . 
And muſt I be ſilent and arr. men 107 | 
If Niſa but knew how Toe = 1 55 10 
The charmer could never deny. EV VOL br 
Young Colin had All geen. one. 1517 Wo 

And mingle ſuch art'with his = 


The Nymphs were all routh'd with 
And tears from the'Nereids flow, 


* 


But Damon, a plaih Heärted Wain, 4 bee 2 | 17 
On meer'fimple truths muſt rely. INQuOrt 2:16] 


But what could ineer truth H ope to gin . yi 
In a lover ſo attlefs as. I? 
XI. 
What oceans of love 7 5 me roll! 1 
Oh *tis not in words to eee 
The billows that hang n —_ 
The ſorrow that a5 85 my ei 
XII. | 
Why, ye fates, , was waz deftin'd: to bear 7 NJ 
A ſorrow I cannot 1 „eee 
Or Kkill me, or help r EY Oil; WOT is 
To Niſa the paſſion I I vs 
XIII. 


Young Colin ſtood liſtening t | 
And thus he ſurprizes 75 youth, 
If Niſa is human, ſhe'll hear, 


mon no language _ 5% 
Ach. Ter XIV. Go 


* 
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Go tell her, your own artleſs way, 
Great paſſions can ne'er be expreſs'd: 
Simplicity ſtill wins the day) 

She knows how to gueſs at the reſt. 


2K 1011 a XV. 
True love in a ſoul that's ſincere, 
Is better than language or art: 
Fine ſimilies tickle the ear, vols 
But nature muſt ſoften the heart. 


ee A. 
Tis done— I have writ to my fair, 
But tremble to wait the reply; 


Ah! Ni/a true lovers are rare, 
May Damon be happy or die! 


SIN the greateſt burden. 
. I. 
() Thou that art reſolv'd to try, 
The patience of thy ſaints, _ 


Stretch out thine everlaſting arms, 
When feebler nature faints. | _ 


II. 


he obloquy, and wrath of men, 

Im born to ſuffer here; 

Ul but their envy, Lord! I feel, 
And patiently could bear. 


p\ 


\ 
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Here m reſign'd; m 25 Fa ather's hand 
May uſe me as he pleaſe: 

The burden of my mournful 8 
Are heavier things than theſe. 


IV. 
The rage of men, the ſtrife of tongues, 
Scarce would I trials call; * 
But wear them as a glorious crown 
Unmov'd, if that were all. 1 


v. 
Tongues, thoſe ſharp ſwords, may wound my name, 
But cannot wound within; 
Take all my comforts, Lord! they're thine, 


Bur take away my SIN. 
| SE: a 
Here hangs the load! here * my grief 


Here's the inceſſant ſmart! 
O! what are foes, or treacherous friends, 


To a more treacherous heart? 


VII. 
"Tis this, 1 my friends, that makes my ſou! 


Go mourning all the day; 
This chills me when I elſe could ſmile 


At all that men can ſay. 


1 T feel no other load but this, 

8 I carry in my breaſt; 

4 My GOD! wilt thou but this * 
| I'll laugh at all the reſt, 


me, 


On 


(3) 
On the death of a child, Oct. 18, 1722. 
Few ſhort panting breaths we draw, 4 

Then earth to mother earth returns : 


Life like a ſhooting meteor dies, 
Or like a waſting lamp that burns. 


=" 
'Tis but a hand-breadth, Lord, at moſt ; 
Why didſt thou grudge ſo ſmall a boon? 
The taper but began to blaze; 
Why didſt thou puff it out ſo ſoon? 


Soon the dear pleaſing viſion paſt, 

But touch'd upon our mortal ſhore ; 
Juſt ſmiled at the vain life we live, 

Then vaniſh'd, and was ſeen no more. 


IV. 
So ſome new ſtar before unknown, 
Juſt twinkles in our lower ſky ; 
Then mounts above our feeble light, 
To ſhine in brighter worlds on high, 


V. 
But why ſhould we lameat the grace, 
That made the babe's ſalvation ſure; 
Withour the hazard of a fight, 
Which we behind muſt ſtill endure? 


VI. 
The Lamb in his fair book of life 
Has names of every age and ſize; 
A perfect man in Chriſt at laſt 
The youngeſt infant-ſaint ſhall riſe. 


On 


(32 ) 


| SSeI 31 * a) 5117 23 7 5 95 nf) 
On a Lover's Name and his Miſtreſs's, written 


on a Pew-door at St. Fames's, Exon. 4 

Si dominus deminaque, , adeo ſua myſtica jungunt ; T 
An venus hic args, an Deus uter habe!??? L 
Engliſh'd thus. ; 
If Gop, and Cler's beauty here | f 


Are equally ador'd ;:; © | 
| To whom d'ye dedicate this church 
| To Venus, or the Lord ?- 


Theron and Amanda. 


1. 


O N a calm ev'ning when our ſouls do prove 
Fond and ſuſceptible of nought but love; 
When ev'ry breeze, and ſofter air 

Raiſe exquiſite ideas there, 

And fan the forward flame ; 

When all thoſe tender paſſions flow, 

- Which none but real-lovers know, | 
Well know but cannot name 3 


. y = 
Then to a lonely mirtle-grove, where none 5 
But pious diſappointed lovers come, 5 
To rend their hearts, or mingle ſouls, 
Vow to be conſtant as the poles, 
Or take their laſt farewell; 
There Theron and Amanda meet, 
While mournful cupids round em beat 
Their wings a while, and fell. 
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III. And 


nd 


” KI 
III. 


All other charms while fair Amanda's near 
Loſt in ſuperior beauties diſappear, 

That ſweet ſerene that ſerious air, 

Like holy ſaints at morning prayer, 

Or perfect ones above, 

Vet raiſe her awful beauties higher. 

At once they quench a lawleſs fire, 

And kindle vertuous love. 


IV. 


Theron's all manly grace, his noble mind 

From dregs of ill, and baſeneſs is refin'd. 

His love deſerves the glorious name, 

Ardent and pure ſeraphic flame, 

O heav'n unite the pair. od 
No Theron's order'd to the grove, 

To take his leave of joyous love, 

And ſweet Amanda there. 


V. 
* Theron,” (ſays ſhe) and ah too well he gueſt 
His ſentence near, and dreads to hear the reſt g 
« *Tis vain to linger out a life 
In love that muſt not hope relief, 
% This will but heighten pain, 
« Do, Theron try, remove thy heart, 


For *tis decreed — that we mult part, 
Never to meet again. 


VI. 


Oh Heav'n ſupport — the fainting lover cries, 
Drops melting tears, and breaths out killing ſighs. 
O who can bear the unequal load, 
To be depriv'd of ſo much good, : 
E And 


— 


And all my hopes in you? 
Well, thus falſe lovers win the day, 


While real ones, who can't betray, 
Pay dear for being true, 


VII. 


Then tells th* unmeaſurable pains he bore, 
And counts paſt and paſt endearments o'er, 
In ſuch an over melting air, 

As ſoft Amanda could not bear, 

Let could not chuſe but hear, 

Then gently breath's an yielding ſigh, 
While drops unguarded from her eye 

A ſympathetic fear. 


4. 


VIII. 


She owns an equal flame, vows equal love, 
The cupids ſmile and hover all above ; 
Thick golden arrows play around, 
Infuſing joys without a wound, 

While all the cupids ſay, 

«© Love happy pair, and wait a while, 

« Your kinder fortunes ſoon will ſmile 

&« And bring the happy day. 


The Deſperate. 


g 3 
. was what I often thought, but now I find, 
; Of all th' unhappy wretches of my kind 


*T was me inexorable Heay'd deſign'd 

For it's reſerve of wrath. 
In vain the angels (for they pity man, 
And ſteal ſometimes to help us when they can,) 
In vain they ſtrive, in vain they pray, 
To turn the unwieldly arm ſome other way. 


The 


(35 4 


The dire decree is | 

The earth 1s plunder'd, bot m undone, 
The deareſt life the richeſt ſoul is gone, 
To me there's nothing left, the world's a barren waſte. 


II. 


Was't not enough to feel the ſtorms 

Of fruitleſs love in all it's dreadful forms, 
And never know the mild? 

For many live-long tedious years, 
Drench'd deep in ever falling tears, 

And lean with waſting ſighs and almoſt wild 
With ever — fears 
Tamely to bear my chains, 

Without th' addition of theſe fiercer pains? 


III. 


Theſe the rewards thy votaries muſt have, 
Oh adamantine love? will nothing do 

But this thy patient unrewarded ſlave 
| Muſt die a martyr. too? 

Yea, my kind fate was not contented thus, 

But gently. doom'd me to a more finiſh'd curſe. 
For being ſunk ſo low before, 
Uncapable of falling low'er, 

It rais'd me up to touch a crown, 
But rais'd me up to ſpurn me down. 


IV. | 


It made my Gloriana yield, 

But better, better had ſhe kill'd! 

With heav'nly ſmiles and matchleſs grace, 
With melting ſoftneſs in her face, 

At laſt ſhe bows to her devouted ſaint, 

But ah Heav*n made it but a treach'rous feint. 


She's raviſh'd from my arms juſt in the firſt embrace. 
E. 2 Thus 


(36) 


Thus baffl®d IJxion hugs the air, 
When the baulk'd wretch ed Juno there! 
Who can that poignant miſery expreſs, 
That ſharpen'd by preceding happineſs ? 
Thus Perſians add the greateſt ſting 
To ſlavery, who make a ſlave a king, 
Who, after three days reign, 
Drag'd from his throne in ſacrifice is lain. 
Thus angels fell, 
| Made to rebell, 
Created firſt in heavꝰn to aggravate their hell. 


V. . 
How calmly ſhe reſign'd her breath, 
And gently bid farewell! 
After an eager long departing kiſs, 
Her body ſunk into the arms of death. 
Her ſoul fled ſwift to her too early bliſs, 
And left her lover in the depths of hell. 
She's gone! ſhe's 2 oh whither ſhall I go ? 
I will indulge to the wide fea of woe, 
And torrents of deſpair, 
And drawn myſelf in grief, ar ſigh myſelf to air, 
Oh ye remaining days make haſte, 
Call me from this dreary waſte ! 
When will this throbbing heart ſtand ſtill, | 
How long beat on againſt my will? 8 
Beat faſter, or not beat at all, 
One throb, one pulſe, one hearty ſigh for all, 
And burſt theſe hardy walls of clay, 
And let my eager foul raſh out and fly away. p 


SS VI. 
O this tough thread of life! it will not break, 
All my eager ſtruggle's too weak; 
How long muſt I in vain lie ſtruggling ſo? 
Be kind for once, ye fates, and let me go. 


And 


nd 


Y) 


And yet — and yet there's no relief 
Why does the cruel ſun thus mock my grief, 
And beat upon my head, 
Juſt to torment, but will not ſtrike me dead? 
But hark —— ſhe calls 
I hear her ſay, | 
Make haſte (my dear) ad come away 
I know her voice, *tis ſhe! 'tis ſhe! 
She ſtays her glitt'ring guards for me. 
Farewell ye ills of time, i'll bear no more, 
But ſtrait leap from the bank of this ſad mortal ſhore« 
I come ! I come! 
Thro' ſhow'rs of tears, and ſtorms of woe, 
In ſtreams of reeking blood I go, 
To meet my Gloriana in the mirtle-grove, 


Fixt by the Gods of old for diſappointed love. 
Exon. 1714. 


Welcome Evening. 


I, 


L Er thoſe who know no other bliſs 

Than this poor dying life can give 

Sigh when they think how ſhort it is, 
And how precariouſly we live. 


IL 


But thou, my ſoul, haſt joys in ſtore 
May'ſt ſay at ev'ry ſetting ſun, 

Courage my heart! come one day more 
Of a vain vexing lite 15 gone. 


III. Hail! 


(38) 


III. 
Hail ! ye ſweet ev'ning ſhades, all hail! 
Drive theſe intruding cares away, 
Hide with your kind relieving vail ! 
Theſe ſick' ning vanities of day. 


IV. 


Wrapt in theſe gentle ſhades I reſt, 
Hid from the world, the world from me: 
But oh! none know how I am bleſt 
In this divine obſcurity, +» 


V 


Thro' groves of bliſs I ſeem to ſtray ; 
And in the thickeſt glooms of night 
I ſhine in everlaſting day, 


And blaze with intellectual light. 


VI. 


While half the world dream, ſtart, and ſleep; 
And half cheat, fight, curſe, rave and groan; 
Then I my ſilent jubile keep, 
And hold my feſtival alone: 


Till morning's melancholy dawn 
Let's in confuſion and the day 

And Nos E and Tu uur hurry on, 
And chaſe ſweet Salem's peace away. 


VIII. 


How doleful all the world ſees then 
How diſmal what we here call day 
The earth ſeems one vaſt howling den, 


And men like rav'nous beaſts of prey. 
IX. 0 
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IX. 


Oh! what is all that men call light, ' 744 
Life, muſick, pomp, delight, and mirth, 7 
But raving dreams, and hideous night, 
Howling and ſpecters, hell and death? 


X. 


When will th* eternal morning dawn? 
Let in ſalvation and true day? 
Reſtore ſweet Salem's Joys again, 
And chaſe this hurrying time away? 


GOD a CoNSUMING FIRE, 


I. 
2 REAT king of glory, dreadful bright! 
J Thou piercing and heart-ſearching light: 


What ſinner dares to venture nigh 
The burning vigour of thy eye? 


II. 


My Gop, I cannot gaze 1. 
The fervent ſplendour-of Get | 


Dry ſtubble may as well faſtain 
The fiery ov'ns devouring 
III. 
Such awful beams guard round thy faces, 
Rays of eſſential holineſs 3 * 


When I would plead, thethinks I ſee 
All kindling into jealouſy. 


n 


IV. Flaſhes 


(40) 


IV. 


Flaſhes of fearful glory ly 
Round thy pavillion, oh moſt high! 
More thah a guilty ſoul can bear, 
And even ſtartle me in prayer. 


V. 


When at thy foot-ſtool I begin 


T* unfold long regiſters of ſin; 
I'm ſing'd with a devouring flame, 
And juſtice beats me off again. 


VI. 


Then the dear interceſſor pleads : | 
Heav'n ſmiles while Jz$8vs intercedes; 
Consuminc Fire no longer burns, 


And all to milder glory turns. - 


The State of Bondage. 


I. 


for ſome ſweet aſſuring ſign 
To ſatisfy me G 2. mine! 

That would be bliſs without alloy, 

How could I live to bear the joy? 


II. 


"Tis ſaid to ſigh away one's breath 

In bondage through the fear of death, 
A trembling vagabond, like Cain, 
How ſhall I live to hear the pain? 


* 
1 


III. Wich 
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III. 
With aking heart I drag away 
The heavy-loaded hours of day: 
Terrors and boding dreams affright, 
And ſcare my guilty ſoul by night. 


IV. 


The ghoſts of ancient crimes ariſe, 

And haunt me with a dire ſurprize. 
Started I wake, and try to pray 

But ſweat, and toſs, and long for day. 


W\ 


But when the glorious ſun does ſhed 

His beams around my guilty head, 

Like Gop's own eye, I ſhun the light, 
And vainly wiſh again for night. 


GoD not implacable, or Deſpair no Vertue. 


I. 


W HAT mean theſe jealouſies and fears, 
As if my Lok were loth to ſave ? 
Ur lov'd to ſee us ſteep'd in tears, 
And ſink with ſorrow to the grave? 


IT. 


Docs he want ſlaves to grace his throne ? 
Or cruſh them with an iron rod ? 

ls he refreſh'd to hear us groan ? 

Is he a Nero, or a Gon? 


F III Not 
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III. 


Not all the Iniquities thou'ſt wrought 
So much his tender bowels grieve 3 

As this unkind injurious thought, 
Thar he's unwilling to forgive, 


IV. 


What tho? thy fins are black as night, 
Or glowing like the crimſon morn ? 

The Lamb's heart-blood can wath them white, 
As ſnow thro' the pure Aber born. 


V. 


It is amazing grace I own | 

And well may rebel-worms ſurprize ! 
But tell me, was not Gop's own-ſon 

A moſt amazing ſacrifice ? f 


VI. 


« Pve found a ranſom as I live, 
No humble penitent ſhall die, 
<< (Says Gop) if he will but believe 
"4 There 1 is in me ſuch grace, and try. 


LETTER 


= 1 * ! 
H x; "_ 
« 7 Y 2 — 81 SED - - * 2 * — 12 * 
1 N 

gu | 
q 

' * ' 
1 
© 


Of the Late REVEREND 


Mr. Hubert Hogdon. 


NUM B. I. 
Aſhwick, Nov. 29. 1717. 
Honoured Uncle and Aunt, 


8 + 0 GH he who has fixed the bounds of 
may habitation, has called me oft out of 
your ſight; yet I am ſure, you are in 
my remembrance every day. And did 
not duty oblige me to it; I hope, gra- 
tude would not ſuffer me to forget ſuch good be- 
nefaftors as you have been to me. It is not in me 
to requite you; or indeed to make any returns, 
but acknowledgments, and ever to pray the never 
bling Gop to make it up a thouſand fold, in 
RS fit aſſurances of his love, and the fruits of righteouſ- 
. . F 2 nels, 


neſs, peace, and joy in the holy Ghoſt to you, and 
yours. Amen. How ſweet is it to have our evi. 
dences for heaven clearer and clearer, - as we Ap. 

roach nearer and nearer, to the inviſible world 
— comfortable muſt it be, after a long life of la- 
bour, and travel, to ſtand upon the brink of etemi. 
ty, with the earneſt of eternal joy in our boſom! 
This would throw a glory over death itſelf, and 
make the /aſt enemy like the kind angel, that knock. 
ed of Peter's chains, and delivered him out of pri. 
fon. But oh! the melancholy of leaving life witl 
a dark uncertainty, and in a wilderneſs of doubts and 
tears how it will be with me for ever. Muſt not the 
thought be cutting ben? however tolerable it is apt 
to appear to us zow. Ah me! within an hour, and 
I ſhall be, as I muſt be for ever: But O dark, dark 
amaze! Where will that be? Now the die is caſt; 
my ſoul is unalterably determined for heaven or 
hell: but I know not whether. The thoughts of 
dying without aſſurance 1s terrible: though it is the 
lot of moſt of Gop's children: but then generally 
ſpeaking, I believe, they might have more cheartu| 
hopes at leaſt, had not this inſnaring world, theſe en- 
cumbring cares, and too ſollicitous thoughts about 
one periſhing vanity, or other drawn oft the mind 
from a more ſerious, and cloſe meditation of what 
they were born for, and what they were haſtening to 
But may your hopes revive, as your day haſtens 
and as you are drawing to theeyening of your ap- 
pointed time, I pray, that you may experience that 
in your own ſouls, which you find, Zech. 14. 7. viz 
in the evening it ſhall be light. 

I would have written to my dear couſins ; but I muſt 
beg their excuſe to another opportunity : Only be 
pleaſed to tell them, that I would beg them to be at 

ce among themſelves, and to mind the beſt way, 


propoſe the beſt ends, and chooſe the beft porion. 
| | - NUMB. 
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evi. NU M B. II. 


i'll 4 Letter to one of the Congregation, whoſe 
la Miniſter he had been in Devonſhire, 


* Aſbtvick, Jan. 11. 1717-18. 
ck. HOUGH it hath pleaſed Gop to place me a- 
pri mong a few ſerious and hearty people; who 


wit would gladly do any ay in their power to ſhew 
and their affection, and reſpect to me; how unworthy 
the ſoever of it; and though I have great reaſon to ad- 
apt WF mire the goodneſs of Go D, who has given me very 
and WF ſurpriz ing inſtances of his providential love, by ſtir- 
lark WF ring up the hearts of ſome, who have ſeen me, and 
alt; W known me; (and which is more) of ſome who have 
not, to ſhew me kindneſs ; yet many attempts have 
been made; and more eſpecially by one, to whom 1 
am an abſolute ſtranger ; to hinder my ſucceſs here, 
or any favour from any elſewhere ; and particularly, 
to repreſent me in very odious colours at London. I 
bleſs Gop, I ſhould hate the thoughts of returning 
the like unchriſtian treatment; 15 it were in my 
power. And J hope Iam prepared for much more 
of this kind; if it ſhall pleaſe Gop to exerciſe me 
with it. As it has done me no real hurt whereI am 
known, ſo I have friends even in London, who will 
ule their atmoſt intereſt (as they have aſſured me,) to 
let matters in ſo true a light, that my adverſary may 
— reaſon ro repent his raſh, and zealous under- 
taking. 5 = 

[ hank my Gop, as far as I can judge of myſelf 
by my preſent prevailing, and I hope, ſteady tem- 
per of mind, it is not in the power of any mortal to 
rob me of my moſt valuable peace. O, my dear 
friend, the inward teſtimony of a good 3 

wi 


will carry us through all the little ſtorms, and mal; 
us ride with a calm and undiſturbed mind, over all 
the ruffling billows of this ſea of troubles. Let us 
take care to prove our own work (which muſt be by 
an unſhaken regard to the word of Gop, and not to 
man) and then we ſhall have 7evycing in ourſelves 4. 
lone, and not in another, 

I am fanisfied Gop is doing ſome great thing for 
his poor afflicted church, and preparing the way for 
our Lo Rb's molt glorious kingdom, and knocking 


off the tyraunical fetters of blind obedience, and im- 


licit faith from men's minds apace. There is, as 
r as I can learn, all over the kingdom, the good 
old ſpirit of the Bzrz ans revived; the very reverſe 
of the ſpirit of popery. Men will no longer take 
things on truſt ; nor believe, becauſe our forefathers 
though ever ſo pious and venerable, told them ſo, 
or ſo, But they will now immediately to the law ard 
the teſtimony ;, ſearch the ſcriptures themſelves, and ſee 

whether it be ſo or no. 
In the mean time, let not the variety of 'opinions 
in matters of religion diſturb you. Let it only teach 
you and me, to keep cloſer to ſcripture, and ſcrip- 
ture language, in our ſearches after, and diſcourſes a- 
bout the doctrines of the chriſtian religion; and a- 
bove all, conſcientiouſly practiſe what we do know 
to be our duty; and we are ſecure, no error then 
ſhall prejudice our eternal ſalvation. Nothing can 
be more certain than this. Grace ſhall be with all 
thoſe that love the Lord IE SVS CHRIS in ſincerity. 
Whoſoever ſhall confeſs, that Jeſus is the ſon of Gov, 
Gop dwelleth in him, and be in Gop; and if any on 
faith he loveth God, and yet hates his brother, he is a 
lyar. And in this ſhort compaſs you have the whole 
ſubſtance of thechriſtian religion ſummed up. He that 
believeth, that Jeſus Chriſt is the ſon of God, (and 
conſequently the Meſſias, and Saviour of the _ 
an 
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and loveth him in ſincerity, (and fo ſincerely endeavours 
to know andobey his Taws, as Gob ſhall give him un- 
derſtanding and aſſiſtance,) and that has /ove and cha- 
rity for all thoſe without exception, that he hopes do 
the like, ſuch a one, let him be who he will, or of 
what opinion, party, or denomination ſoever; ſuch 
2 one, I fay 3 or rather you ſee what ſcripture ſays, 
let men ſay what they will, is a TRUE CHRISTPAN 
and will be found ſo and owned as ſuch atthe great day 
when all unjuſt ſentences, and uncharitable cenſures 
will ſignify nothing. Here, here, my dear friend is 
reſt for the ſole of- your feet. Here you ſtand upon 
an unſhaken foundation, and believe me, yea rather 
believe the ſcriptures, you will find any thing 1e 
than this will be too narrow to comprehend all chri- 
ſtians, Well, it's but a little while (bleſſed be Gop!) 
we are to continue in this dark, ignorant, finful, 
bultling world. Let us commit ourſelves to Go p in 
the way of well doing; and all hell ſhall not be able 
to hurt us, nor all the world to keep us from the em- 
braces of our exalted redeemer. Were we to be al- 
ways poreing upon the troubles, and vexing vanities 
of this life; it were enough to diſcourage us indeed. 
But let us lift up our heads to the happy world of 
light, life, and love; of reſt, perfection, and eter- 
nal ſatisfaction; whither we are going; and renew 
our ſtrength, and revive our courage, and chearour 
drooping ſpirits with that ſoul-inlivening thought, 


Long nights and darkneſs dwell below 
With ſcarce a twinkling ray : | 

But the bright world to which we go, 
Is everlaiting day. 

There on a green, and flow'ry mount 
Our weary ſouls ſhall fit ; | 

And with tranſporting joys recount 

The labours of our feet, 1 
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NUMB. II. 
o the ſame Perſon. 


\ 


Aſewick, Feb. 1717-18, 
My Chriſtian Friend, 


take it as a particular kindneſs, that you would ſo 
I far concern yourſelf for one, who is under ſuch a 
load of infamy, as to own me; when it would be 
thought crime enough to lay you open to cenſure, if 
it were known, that you had any friendly correſpon- 
dence with me. But o! would to Gop, all the 


hard ſpeeches, and uncharitable cenſures of raſh zea- 


lots, weak chriſtians, ignorant bigots, and church. 
dividing incendiaries were turn'd upon me, upon me 
ONELY ; ſo the church of CHRIST, and all the ſuf. 
fering members of it might enjoy reſt and peace. 
How joyfully ſhould I bear the reproaches of ten 
thouſands. And he, who knows my heart can 
witneſs for me, that I verily believe, I ſhould leap 
for joy, to have all the malignities, and violence of 
an outragious party transferred to me, if my father 
my brethren, and fellow-chriſtians could be excuſed. 
How ſweet would it be, methinks to live deſpiſed, 
and condemned, and hated of men, if a diſcharge 
of their choler, and their gall on ſuch an inſignit- 
cant being as I would ſatisfy them? And yet thus, | 
muſt tell you too, is not, I think, a very great in- 
ſtance of ſelf-denial : becauſe any kind of tongue per. 
ſecution now, muſt, I am confident, appear ſmall 
and trifling to me, and would ſcarce deſerve the 
name of a trial: And for any thing elſe, that it might 
be in their power to keep me from, or deprive me 
of, or load me with; I think it can be no more 
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than I have already reſigned, or could chearfully and 
aſily bear upon ſuch glorious conditions, as peace, 
and goodneſs towards al but my/clf. | 

I bleſs, I praiſe, I admire the goodneſs of G op, 
which has attended me ever ſince I had a being. 
And I muſt ſpeak it, (for why ſhould I conceal his 
glorious grace?) I particularly bleſs him for afflicti- 
ons, diſappointments, and diſgraces. Little do mine 
enemies think,” how happily their ſharpeſt arrows 
wound me. And did they know how I even rejoyce 
in the 7ribulation they give me; I do not know, but 
ſome would out of meer ſpite, and revenge give over 
their revilings. I mention this inſtance particularly, 
becauſe to be afflicted in this kind has naturally, you 
know, (I doubt by experience,) a more deſtructive, 
and malignant influence, than many others; ſuch as 
diſeaſes, pains, loſſes, croſſes, Cc. which have a 
tendency to create pity and compaſſion, at leaſt from 
others, whom humanity itſelf would make our help- 
en and comforters ; not our aggravators, haters, and 
perſecutors, as even chriſtianity (falſly ſo called 
prompts them to be in the preſent caſe. But I mu 
needs ſay, I do not know but my afflictions, my dear 
affictions, which Go p has allotted me, of one kind 
or other, have been better to me than all the other 
cords of love, which he has been pleaſed to make uſe 
of to draw me to himſelf ; excepting only my S a v 1- 
our, the Holy GnosT, and the BIBLE. Bear 
up, my good friend, ſtand faſt, continue as you do, 
inſtant in prayer; and it will be very hard for any of 
our enemies to hurt us upon our knees. Kneeling 1s 
the beſt poſture of fighting with our ſpiritual ene- 
mies. And as for our miſtaken friends, Gop will 
ke care, we ſhall not ſuffer any thing from them 
neither, which ſhall not be abundantly made up. In 
the mean time, let us pity them, and pray for them, 
ve ſhall J hope ſee many = them in heaven for - 


| 


| 
| 
| 
| 


—_ 
— 2 * 


. - —_ . a 
— = 


. Sic — pO ILY 


— 8 


IT 
— — — 


— OT. - us * 2 — 
TT — 1 — 2 % — 
- * — SR _ 
I _ 
= 
— — — — Ne — 8 


— 


— — te,m 
* —. 


— 
4 . 
2 2 


this. It is impoſſible to ſay, what allowances GO 
will make for miſtaken zeal. I cannot but be very 
large on that head; though I abhor chat in them, 
which renders charity ſo very neceſſa ry to make u- 
regard them as dear brethren in our common Loxy 
notwithſtanding their blermſhes. When I refle& 
on thoſe I have myſelf to acknowledge, I cannot but 
admire the goodneſs and mercy of Gop, that I have 
any reaſonable hope of ſalvation. And how many 
muſt J think there are with whom it would be inſuffe. 
rable arrogance in me to compare myſelf in grace, 
and in vertue, whom I cannot but think however, I 
exceed in this one point of charity; and I muſt alſo 
add, in that one point of knowledge, for which their 
charity 1s ſtraitned towards us. I do not wonder, Mr, 
B—— 1 ſhould be for execution before examination, 
and for burning without trial. It's the. nature of that 
diſeaſe to be precipitant. \ ISI oi OE 

I hope, and pray, that Gop will never ſuffer your 
little flock to be deſtitute, or the wrath of man ſo far 
to prevail over their reaſon, and religion, yea, their 
very common ſenſe, as to diſcourage and deſert * 
two ſuch valuable and able miniſters of the yew teſta- 
ment, as you have to diſpence the word of eternal 
life. I do, I can aſſure you, bear you, and the /mall 
handful, (which I have exchanged for another like it,) 
daily upon my heart, there, where I can beft remem- 
ber you, 


NUMPB, 


* Mr. Starr, and Mr. Force. The former is now a Doctor of 
Phyſick: The latter a Cuſtom-houſe Officer. They would not 
comply with the teſt of human Forms, and therefore were obliged 
to quit the miniſterial Function. 
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4 ee: 3 Afowick, Feb. 15, 1717-18, 
My Dear. Friend, 7 > £ 


think, I ſeldom ſpeak to my Gop, but T have 

you and yours upon my heart. And I humbly 
requelt a petition for ſuch a one as me in your daily 
prayers. It, cannot be long e' er our praying time, 
and our watching time, and our 9 time will 
be over. Go grant we may find an happy iſſue of 
it! This body op fin and corruption, will not clog, 
and hinder us much longer. Our days are but ſhorr, 
and ſure that can be no melancholy thought to thoſe, 
who groan under the burden of curſed fin; the fad 
remains of infidelity, carnality, reluctance to duty, 
&c. The Lo x p increaſe our hatred of fin, our love 
to himſelf, and to his Son, our dear exalted Redee- 
mer, who I truſt, is pleading our cauſe at his Al- 
mighty Father's right hand; and after we have done, 
and ſuffered his will here helow, may we be taken up 
to ſing the wonders of ſanctify ing grace, and redeem- 
ing love for ever and ever. Amen. 


NUMB. V. 
Afowick, Feb. 15. 1717-18, 
Dear Couſin, i A 


Ince I have heard, what a ſpirit is working a- 
mong the over zealous chriſtians round about 
you, I have been ſeriouſly concerned to know, how 
you bear up in the midſt of it. You are by this time 
G 2 © © = 2 beamed 
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accuſtomed to, and, I hope, prepared for, and forti. 
fied againſt all hard ſpeeches, that can be unrighteouſ- 
ly levelled at you; and can ſuſtain the ſharp trial of 
bitter reflections, unreaſonable cenſures, unjuſt re- 
proaches, and cruel mockings of orthodox libertines, 
yea and of orthodox chriſtians too. But what ! 
want particularly to kaow, is, whether the unchari- 
table ſpirit has been fo far ſuffered to prevail, as to 
marr your buſineſs, and deſtroy your trade. 

I cannot betterfill up moſt of the remaining part of 
my letter, than by ſaying to you, what I received, 
lome time fince, from a very worthy, ſerious, and 
learned miniſter, whom J had never the honour to 
ſee, viz. I have much laid to heart your particu- 
* lar caſe, ſince I have been acquainted with it; and 
*© have not failed to implore the divine affiſtance to 
<«« ſupport you, which I was ſenſible, you needed to 
" ſaftain the ſhock without ſinking under the weight 
* of the affliction. Now Sir, you know, what it is 
<« to take up the croſs, and to follow your Lox and 
«© Maſter, the caprain of your ſalvation, who was 
* made perfect through ſufferings. Come! let us 
* look beyond this gloomy vale, and lift up our 
& eyes to the bleſſed regions above; and think of 
<* that day, that glorious day, when Chriſt who i 
&* our life, {hall appear, pardon our fins, compleatly 
* purify our natures, and vindicate us from the re- 
«* proaches and calumnies, which have been unjuſtly 
* caſt upon us. And if Gop will juſtify, who is be 
& that ſhall condemn? In the mean time, let us, with 
« a meek and calm ſpirit, bear what Gop in his 
„ wiſdom ſhall lay upon us; believing his right, 
and acknowledging, that upon other accounts we 
« ſuffer very juſtly and much leſs than ſin deſerves. 
« Let us therefore be dumb, and ſilent before him; 
*+© begging only that grace, which ſhall help us to 
« make a profitable uſe of his chaſtiſements ; — 
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« then, though 10 affitions are joyous, but grievous, 
« for the preſent, yet afterwards we ſhall find, that 
« they produce the peaceable fruits of righteouſneſ3.” 
Theſe words were of great uſe and comfort to me, 
therefore I could not but impart them to you, accor- 
ding to that of the apoſtle, 2 Cor. r. 3, 4. Bleſſed be 
Cod, even the father of our Lord Jeſus Chriſt, the fa- 
ther of mercies, and the God of all comfort ; who com- 


forteth us in all our tribulations, that we may be able to 


comfort them, which are in any trouble; by the comfort, 
wherewith we ourſelves are comforted of God. 

I bleſs Gop, I am in a calm and in no laviſh fear 
of to mArow. I am abundantly ſatisfied about my 
worldly intereſt. If I have but little, I do not deſire 
much. My good Gop has given me ſuch pledges of 
his fatherly care, that I ſhould be inexcuſable to diſ- 
truſt him for the time to come. May I commit 14 
to him in a way of well-doing, and all will be well, a 
beſt, I deſire to be jealous of myſelf with a godly 
jealouſy ; and beg an intereſt in your prayers, and of 
every chriſtian friend beſide. 


NUMB. VI, 
Aſpwick, Nov. 26. 1718. 
Dear Coufin, 


am glad to hear, there are any hopes of a more 
quiet ſpirit among the churches with you. It you 

can bear the brunt, and weather the ſtorm; Ido not 
cannot queſtion but that, a great deal of good will 
come out of all this evil. There is always a ſhaking 
where there is to be a winnowing. There was firſt a 
ſhake-and a moving of the waters, before they be- 
came falutary, There was a ruſhing mighty wind, a 


perfect 
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pores ſtorm, and tempeſt-hefore the deſcent of the 
Holy Ghoſt, I have ſent a letter to Mr. = 
upon his falſe report at London, that I was refuſed gr. 
dination in Devonſhire; which as I told him, was not 
only falſe z but what he knew to be fo; ——— Ang 
that it was well I kept a copy of the letter, I had 
ſent to Mr. B—1, &c. I defired an anſwer, that he 
might vindicate himſelf from a falſe charge, if he had 
not ſaid ſo; for what I wrote, I told him was only up- 


on ſuppoſition, he did indeed write ſo to London. If 


he did, I faid, I knew he would never beable to clear 
himſelf. I put a few queries to him, amongſt others, 
whether he would not have ated more like one, who 

had a concern for the proſperity of the church, and 
the welfare of our fo Kp's kingdom; ſeeing he 
thought me not fit to be ordained ; if he had let Mr. 
B—y &c. know his reaſons, why he judged me unwor- 
thy, (whatever the ſucceſs had been,) than meerly by 
complaining after it was done? I might have added, 
with a falſehood tacked to it. This letter I ſent, OF. 1). 
I have yet no anſwer. Nor indeed do I expect any, 
though I will as much as in me lies, live in peace with 
all men, yet think it my duty to endeavour (whate- 
ver the ſucceſs be) to make ſuch athamed, as will 
falſely accuſe. The great Mr. Peirce neglected theſe 
vile aſperſions, till he was expoſed to the rage and 
curſes of the mob; and I believe ſees it neceſſary to 
reſent them. Better he had attempted to ſupprels 
them in the beginning; unleſs providence turns it to 
to the beſt (as J hope it will) that he ſhould bear them 
ſo long. There is none ſo contemptible, but he may 
do miſchief. I love to ſtopit at firſt, and have found 
that method ſucceſsful. The LoR bv be with you, 
and keep you. Let not controverſies eat out practi- 
cal religion. I muſt caution all my friends , againſt 
that. And let us take heed of extreams, and 


dread as much as our adverſaries, to have 2 
| low 
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low and degrading thought of the Son of Gop, and 
Redeemer of the world. 5 vid . 
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Afowick, April 2. 1719. 


Dear Friend, 
ov hinted in your laſt, that you intended to think 
Y of that  greatarticle of life, which, generally 
ſpeaking, renders a man's condition (as to this world) 
very good, or very bad, I believe. I pray Gop to 
direct, and chooſe, and determine for you. It is not 
only a very weighty; but a very ſerious buſineſs, 
though it is but too ſeldom thought of under that 
view. I ſpeak to you with the more freedom on this 
head; becauſe Jam more ſenſible than ever of my ſin, 
folly, and rafhneſs in matters of this nature. Oh the 
dangerous and idolatrous time of youth! How apt are 
ve in the heat of youthful blood, and flow of paſſion” 
to love and honour and ſerve the creature more than 

the Creator, who is bleſſed for evermore? Amen. 
lately looked over the copies of ſome letters Ifent 
to Mrs. M, &c. which I keep by me, as a warning 
and a caveat againſt ſuch an extravagant love of the 
creature: And I am ſure, could not read them with- 
out ſhame and confuſion. I plainly fee now, that the 
paſſion was too great to be felt for any but Go p and 
CHRIST, I do not mention this as a check to your 
deſires; but only as an admonition to regulate them, 
and to keep them within due bounds. Beg Gop's 
direction, be not only contented but pleaſed, that 
providence ſhould determine. I am ſure, I have of- 
ten bleſſed Gop for my diſappointments of this kind; 
and ſee now, how Gop ordered them for the be : 

n 
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And I am ſo much the more fatisfied in the determi. 
nation, becauſe I humbly hope it was in anſwer tg 
prayer, * 


Mr. 's conduct with reſpect to Mr. Peir 
and Mr. Hallet, will render him infamous through. 
out the kingdom. How 1s it poſſible, that a man, 
who has talked ſo much againſt teſts and impoſitiong, 
could find in his conſcience to ſubmit to one himſelf? 
or, if he could ; with what face, reaſon-or conſcience 
could the ſame perſon impoſe it upon others ? And 
Joyn in that wretched, and infamous advice, that their 
denying the Father, and'the Son to be one Gop, isan 
error that will nor only excuſe, but juſtify withdraw. 
ing from their communion ? Nothing can be more 
directly contrary to his own repeated, publick dec}: 
rations, ' or, I am ſure, his repeated talk in private. 
Gop forgive him, I would not have ſuch a load up- 
on my conſcience for the would, as I muſt have had, 
had I been ingaged in acting ſuch an unchriſtian, un- 
proteſtant like, uncharitable, unpeaceable part. 
hleſſed be Gov, that he has ſtirred up ſuch a no- 

ble ſpirit of chriſtian liberty in London: where it was 
carried in a meeting of above an hundred miniſters, 
at ſalters- hall, that no human teſts, articles, or inter- 
pretations ſhould be urged as the trial of 2 man's or- 
thodoxy; and that no miniſter ſhould be condem- 
ned as heterodox, or an heretick, unleſs he taught, 
Sc. contrary to expreſs ſcripture. This was the ſub- 
ſtance of one part of their determination. You have 
doubtleſs ſeen Mr. Peirce's half ſheet, which contains 
the caſe of the ejected miniſters. Here is great enqui- 


ry for them. And even the orthodox themſelves con- 


demn the unrighteous proceedings. May we fear 
Gop, and in matters of conſcience be brought * 


And here he inſerts a Poem which he calls his Farewe/ to /ovt, 
which the reader will find in the collection of his compoſures of 
t , 
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the power of no man! but ſtand faſt in the liberty 
wherein Chriſt has made us free; call no man father up- 
on earth, make nothing the rule of our faith, but 
ſcripture only; and never ſubmit to any impoſing 
ſpirit, though from proteſtants and diſſenters, any 
more than from patiſts or tories, or elle it is in vain 


to pretend to be proteſtants, or diſſenters any longer. 


Gop keep, and guide us into all neceſſary truth; 
which we are ſure he will do, if we ſincerely ſearch 
after it. 


NUMB. VIII. 
Aſtwick, July 20. 1719. 
Dear Couſin, 


write to you now, methinks, as one who has been 
harraſſed, toſſed, buffeted, and weather- beaten 
theſe ſeveral years with little intermiſſion. You have 
earnt J hope by this time, to bear the reproaches of 
the zealot, and the ungodly. It has pleaſed your 
heavenly father to call you to the trial, and exerciſe 
of faith and patience, in an uncommon degree; but 
yet, no more than was common with the primitive 
chriſtians, you know, who were called out to fight 
the good gt of faith, and often to reſiſt unto blood. 
ow we may read thoſe parts of 'our bible, which 
relate to the ſufferings and trials of ſuch as took up 
the croſs, and liſted themſelves under CHRIST's ban- 
ner, with a new and kind of experimental light. 
May our good Gop te cleanſing, and purging us 
from our remaining droſs by all the ſufferings we are 
or ſhall be called to endure. As to his church, I 
hope, he is cleanſing it. He ſeems to have his fan in 
his hand, What winnowing and ſifting there will be 
H throughs 
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throughout the kingdom, we know not. But o 
that none may make ſhipwreck of faith, and a good 
conſcience 3 and tor the love or fear of this world itifte 
the doctrines of the Goſpel, or ſubmit to the tyran- 
nical impoſitions of men. O Lord! plead thou thine 
own righteous cauſe. Who are the troublers of Iſrael? 
Who are the diſturbers of thy church? Who are the 
ſchiſmaticks? Who have turned the world, and the 
goſpel upſide down? Are they thoſe who are for no 
impoſitions, force, or violence in matters of religion? 
Who are for making nothing neceſſary either for 
communion, or ſalvation, but what ſcripture has ex- 
preſly made ſo? Who are for ſearching, and exa- 
mining, whether what they have been educated in be 
according to the truth, as it is in Feſus, or no? who 
are for making uſe of all the helps Gop has given 
them for ſpiritual wiſdom, and underſtanding ; and 
are for leaving every one to his own maſter, and the 
laſt day, to anſwer for his choice; and are for own- 
ing no other authority, butthat of CHRIST; and no 
other laws but thoſe he has made ; and are willing to 
own all ſuch for brethren, who will do the like, how 
different ſoever they may be in matters of opinion? 
Are theſe to be treated as incendiaries, hereticks, 
firebrands? Sc. Yes! my friend, you have lived to 
ſee this; even from Proteſtant diſſenters too. O what 
is the chriſtian religion come to ! To what vile, and 
infamous purpoſes has that holy and bleſſed inſtituti- 
on been proſtituted? No wonder if ſuch men are 
{ometimes ſeen diveſted of all tenderneſs, bowels, 
reaſon, and humanity ; who ſuppoſe revelation to be 


built upon the ruins, and deſtruction, not upon the | 


{ſuppoſition of zatural religion. I ſhould be glad, it 
you could, among any of your myſtical divines, get 


this fair queſtion anſwered for me, viz. 

Quære, Seeing you grant, there is ſuch a thing as 
a contradiction to reaſon, and aſſert there is ſuch a 
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thing as 2 myſtery, which, though it looks contrary 
to reaſon, is not ſo, but only above it; I deſire to 
know, how I may diſtinguiſh a myſtery from a con- 
tradiction; and by what internal marks, and charac- 
teriſticks, I. may always know them, the one from 
the other; that I may be ſure not to be impoſed up- 
on, as it is granted, the Papiſts are in the myſtery of 
tranſubſtantiation ? 

— I conclude with an expreſſion I have often 
heard from that excellent, and ſtrictly conſcientious, 
pious, and primitive divine, Mr. H#hiſton. If truth 
and honeſty be againſt us, may they prevail againſt us ! 


NUMB. IX. 


To the Reverend Mr. John F orce, at Bovey- 
Tracy, in Devon. 


Aſhwick, July 20. 1719. 


Dear Brother, 


| received yours, which gave me a very melancholy 
account of ailairs in Devonſhire. But I cannot 
ſay, it was ſurprizing; for I think, I ſhould not be 
ſurprized, if I heard, the orthodox ſpeak of toning 
you, Who would have believed ſo much popery to 
behid in the cloaks of a presbytery? Who would have 
thought, that thoſe who have ſuffered in defence of 
froteſl ant liberty of judging for one's ſelf, and whole 
cry once was, The bible, the meer bible, is a per- 


© © fect, compleat, ſufficient, and only rule, without 


humane traditions, interpretations, ſynodical de- 
* crees, canons, and deciſions, Sc. Who I ſay 
would have thought, that theſe very perſons ſhould 
ntamouſly plead for the ſame, and wickedly and ab- 

H 2 ſurdly 
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throughout the kingdom, we know not. But of 
that none may make ſhipwreck of faith, and a good 
conſcience ; and for the love or fear of this world ſtifle 
the doctrines of the Goſpel, or ſubmit to the tyran- 
nical impoſitions of men. O Lord! plead thou thine 
own righteous cauſe. Who are the 7rowublers of Iſrael? 
Who are the diſturbers of thy church ? Who arethe 
ſchiſmaticks? Who have turned the world, and the 
goſpel upſide down? Are they thoſe who are for no 
impoſitions, force, or violence in matters of religion? 
Who are for making nothing neceſſary either for 
communion, or ſalvation, but what ſcripture has ex- 
preſly made ſo? Who are for ſearching, and exa- 
mining, whether what they have been educated in be 
according to the truth, as it is in Jeſus, or no? who 
are for making uſe of all the helps Gop has given 
them for ſpiritual wiſdom, and underſtanding ; and 
are for leaving every one to his own maſter, and the 
laſt day, to anſwer for his' choice; and are for own- 
ing no other authority, butthat of CHr1sT; and no 
other laws but thoſe he has made ; and are willing to 
own all ſuch for brethren, who will do the like, how 
different ſoever they may be in matters of opinion? 
Are theſe to be treated as incendiaries, hereticks, 
firebrands? Sc. Yes! my friend, you have lived to 
ſee this; even from Proteſtant diſſenters too. O what 
is the chriſtian religion come to ! To what vile, and 
infamous purpoſes has that holy and bleſſed inſtituti- 
on been proſtituted? No wonder if ſuch men are 
{ometimes ſeen diveſted of all tenderneſs, bowels, 
reaſon, and humanity z; who ſuppoſe revelation to be 
built upon the ruins, and deſtruction, not upon the 


ſuppoſition of zatural gon. I ſhould be glad, if 


you could, among any of your myſtical divines, get 

this fair queſtion anſwered for me, viz. | 
Quære, Seeing you grant, there is ſuch a thing as 

a contradiction to reaſon, and aſſert there is 3 
| thing 
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thing as 2 myſtery, which, though it looks contrary 
to reaſon, is not ſo, but only above it; I deſire to 
know, how I may diſtinguiſh a myſtery from a con- 
tradition 3 and by what internal marks, and charac- 
teriſticks, I. may always know them, the one from 
the other; that I may be ſure not to be impoſed up- 
on, as it is granted, the Papiſts are in the myſtery of 
tranſubſtantiation ? 

— I conclude with an expreſſion I have often 
heard from that excellent, and ſtrictly conſcientious, 
pious, and primitive divine, Mr. VMpiſton. If truth 
and honeſty be againſt us, may they prevail againſt us ! 


NUMB. IX. 
To the Reverend Mr. John Force, at Bovey- 


Tracy, in Devon. ö 
Aſhwick, July 20. 1719. 


Dear Brother, 


| received yours, which gave me a very melancholy 
account of ajilairs in Devonſhire. But I cannot 
ſay, it was ſurprizing; for I think, I ſhould not be 
ſurprized, if I heard, the orthodox ſpeak of toning 
you, Who would have believed ſo much popery to 
be hid in the cloaks of a presbytery? Who would have 
thought, that thoſe who have ſuffered in defence of 
protejtant liberty of judging for one's ſelf, and whoſe 
cry once was, „ The bible, the meer bible, is a per- 


| © fect, compleat, ſufficient, and only rule, without 


humane traditions, interpretations, ſynodical de- 
* crees, canons, and deciſions, Sc. Who I ſay 
would have thought, that theſe very perſons ſhould 
atamouſly plead for the ſame, and wickedly and ab- 

H 2 ſurdly 


| 
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ſurdly impoſe them upon others? Proteſtant pope. 
ry, but of all proteſtant diſſenting popery is the 
moſt inſufferable. Well! I am ſatisfy'd, the day is 
breaking, and no wonder if Satan rage. He knows 
his time is but ſhort. Mr. Clark, in his annotations, 
has a pretty fancy enough, upon the mighty ruthing 
wind, that preceded the deſcent of the Toly Ghoſt, 
Commotions, ſays he, and diſturbances commonly go be. 
fore times of illumination and reformation. Or, to that 
urpoſe it is. Let Go do his own work, and take 
is own way. What, my dear Brother, if we are to 
be accounted the o*-/cowring of all things, and what 
if our name is to be thrown out as abominable, what 
if the people rage againſt us, and ſay, Away with 
fuch fellows from the earth; it is not fit they ſhould live 
Alas! What then? Is not this the common cry a- 
inſt thoſe, who cannot fall in with the corruption, 
and iniquity of the times? What glorious compani- 
ons have we in our ſufferings ? What a cloud of ex. 
amples ! Now we are tried, Whether we ſhall for- 
fake Chriſt for the love of this preſent world, or no, 
For it is his cauſe we are engaged in, I am perſuaded, 
who are vindicating him from the robbery of makin 
himself equal to God; which was the malicious charge 
brought againſt him by the Ferws indeed, but which 
he always diſclaimed and denied; or elſe, which b 
the caſe of all the nonſubſcribers, we are vindicating 
the ſufficiency of the ſcriptures, which teſtify of him, 
and pleading for the perfection of his laws, and the 
ſacredneſs of his legiſlature, which ought not to be 
affronted by the animadverſions, by-laws, and ſup- 


plements of poor ignorant men. It is true, it is not 


the Leiter, but it is owned the ſenſe of ſcripture is the 
rule. But whoſe ſenſe? my own, or anothers? If a- 
nother's the Pope's by all means. For he can plead 
preſcription for it; and that will ſettle it once for all 
| | Scripture 
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Scripture conſequences, as far as I ſee them, I muſt 
know, are binding. But none hut thoſel can ſee, ſure. 
When I fay, ſcripture alone, is a ſufficient and per- 
ſect rule of faith, I mean, that all that is neceſſary to 
be known and believed in order to ſalvation, is ſo 
clearly revealed in ſcripture, that it is not left to be 
deduced by conſequences at all, hut is directiy and 
expreſly aſſerted; and all other things more or leſs ob- 
ſcurely, or clearly, as they are of more or leſs im- 
portance, Therefore, though I am obliged by the 
moſt remote conſequences perhaps, when I ſee them, 
yet I need not diſturb myſelf with fears, leſt I ſhould 
not ſee thofe conſequences, which are neceſſary, if 
any are, For, if they are neceſſary, they are, no 
doubt, unavoidable too, The way of falvation is ſo 
plain, that a wayfaring man, tho* a fool, ſhall not 
err therein. 

I rejoyce, you are ſo well reconciled to the provi- 
dence. I pray daily to Gop to ſupport, comfort, 
and direct all thoſe who are called to their trial. Let 
us wait, and pray, and do our duty, and leave events 
toGop, who knows what he is doing. But, above 
all things, let us prepare daily for our accounts, for 
death, and judgment, and eternity. Here we are 
toſt, and we hear the tempeſt, and it rattles about 
our ears. But o] methinks, I ſee delectable moun- 
tains of peace, ſerenity and love; the dear delicicus 
landſkips of the Parade above. 

But now is the time for wreſtling, and pray- 
ing, that having done all we may be enabled t 


ſand, | | 
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NU MB. x. 


Aſbuict, Dec. 16. 1519. 


Dear Couſin, 


AM very glad, Mr. Peirce bears up fo well, and 
I is more than a conqueror in the midſt of ſo many 
enemies. I wiſh he may never have an occaſion to 
repent of his coming to Exon, as, I hope, hitherto 
he has not. For I cannot but think, G op has great 
work for him to do, as well as great trials for him to 
bear. The Lok p give him patience, courage, and 
ſucceſs! It is another piece of good news to me, that 
J hear, you can caſt your care, and commit your 
life, and livelihood into the hands of that good Gob, 
who will care for you. The young lions may lack, and 
ſuffer hunger, but they that wait on the Lord ſhall want 
no good thing. Count it all joy, when you fall into divers 
temptations. Matth. vi, and Heb. xi. and xiith Chap- 
ters, I believe, give you a great deal of comfort, 
and may they more and more ! And may we both go 
on improving, in, and taſting the ſweets of, thoſe 
three cardinal vertues, Faith, Hope, and Charity! 

I have, with this, written a Letter to my poor af- 
flicted Uncle, and Aunt. Death then has broken in 
upon that family; and Gop's rod has been ſhaken 
over them all, and ſeems to be ſtretched out till. The 
Lord grant, the ſolemn voice of it may be heard, 
and obey' d. I was griev'd, but I cannot ſay, I was 
ſurprized at the mournful news of your letter. 
Changes in a changeable world are but neceſſary, and 
ought to be expected. But how hard is it not to re- 
ly upon creatures more than is fit. How difficult 


not to promiſe ourſelves too much from them, or too 
| long 
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Jong time with them: And how long is it e' er we 
learn that (ſeemingly eaſy) leſſon, viz. to converſe 
with dying men as dying men ? The faſhion of this world 
is paſſ-ng away. Kingdoms are vaniſhing, aſſemblies 
are diflolving, families are breaking, we all are dy- 
ing; but this is our hope, and comfort, we are go- 
ing to a world without end, to a kingdom that can- 
not be ſhaken, to the general aſſembly that will never 
diſſolve, to the whole family of heaven, and earth, 
gathered to Chriſt our living head, and we are all next 
door to immortality. Let us comfort ourſelves with 


theſe thoughts, and one another with theſe words. 


NUMB. XI. 


Dear Couſin, 


HAVE read the Weſtern Inquiſition, and I hope 
[ thouſands have already bluſh'd to ſee, how Preſ- 
biterians have affected epiſcopal authority, and Prote- 
fants have abandon'd proteſtant principles, and yet 
profeſs to be Presbyterians, and Proteſtants ſtill. - 
Gor onely knows, what we may be call'd to ſuf- 
fer for the ſake of a good conſcience : (We have not 
jet reſiſted unto Blood :) but this I know, that a good 
conſcience will abundantly recompence for it, what- 
ever it may be. I think, there 1s ſcarce any evil, com- 
mon to men, can befall me, but I have frequently 
thought of it, meditated upon it, and labour'd, in 
the beſt manner I could, to prepare for it. And I 
bleſs Gor, I think I was never eaſter in my life, and 
the world never troubled me leſs, than ſince I reſign- 
ed the World. I have, and ſhall have, food and rai- 
nent, and, J hope, ſhall therewith be contented, May 
Ibe uſcful to Some / Iand do not care how much - = 
ate 
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hated by others. But I would not, methinks, be; 
piece of \ uſeleſs lumber in the world. It is indeed 
an eaſy matter to talk of ſubmiſſion to the divine 
will, when Gop has ſo far ſecur'd me from theſe 
calamities which are paſſing through the land. 
have a retirement allotted me by providence, where 
I can enjoy my friends, my ſelf, and my Gon in 
ſome meafure, out of the drift of the tempeſt ; tho 
it rattles round us, and rages, and beats about us 
every day. Our names are caſt out as vile; we are 
the off-ſcowring, &c. but in Gov ve put our truſt, 
in him we rejoyce. But my heart akes for my dear 
friends in Exon, and Devon. _ How 1s it? How do 
you bear up? What are your hopes? What are your 
fears? Does providence provide a competency ? Do 
not you find, this affliction has made the world more 
taſtleſs to you, and heaven more deſirable? And hare 
not theſe troubles (with which we are toſs'd as with 
a tempeſt) a tendency to lift us upward ? to purity. 
and ſublimate the affections, and to ſet them on ling Ml, 
above! I ſay, is not Chriſt, and his intereſt, dearer Iq 
to you than ever? notwithſtanding you ſuffer as dM] , 
ſpiſers of him; as they flanderouſly report: It is fo, pl 
I hope, I can truly ſay, with me. And I doubt not Wu 
but you experience the ſame, I am ſometimes ready a 
to think, Where will theſe things end? But that uM, 
Gop's care, not mine. Let us mind duty, and leave g,, 
events to him, who knows how to govern his church. N de. 
Whether Gop will at this time reſtore primitive, 
Chriſtianity, and recover us out of the grand Arolla T. 
cy, (tho' I cannot forbear hoping) I know not. Bui}, 
this I know, it ſhall go well with the righteous ; andi tin 
that ſufferings muſt be expected in a ſtate of trial du 
and be that holds cut to the end hall be ſaved. Wrat,,; 
ſhould make us fond of ſufferings, but that we knov 
we mult ſuffer, or ſin? Welcome ſufferings then, 


welcome diſgraces, welcome reproaches even from 
| our 
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dur brethren ! for I ſhall ſtill own ſome of them, by 
whom we ſuffer, as ſuch. Let them call us infidels, un- 


believers, and ſay we have denied the faith. This is 
my reply, 2 Cor. iv. 13, 14. My brethren, we have the 


ſame ſpirit of faith, according as it is written, I believed 


therefore haus I ſpoken; we alſo have believed, and 
the core ſpeak, knowing that he which raiſed up the 
Lord Feſus, ſhall raiſe us up alſo by IE SUs, and ſhall 
greſent us with Lou. 

Be pleaſed to give my humble ſervice to Mr, 
Peirce, with a thouſand thanks for all his ſervices, 
ind labours of love; for which Gop will not fail to 
reward him; and tell him, I did not promiſe, I would 
never ſpeak of the preſent controverſy in the pulpit; 
for ſo, I doubt it will be underſtood, as he has ex- 
preſſed himſelf;) but on the contrary, I told him, 
when he perſuaded me not to meddle with it, that I 
would not, could not - promiſe, TI would zever ; but, 
zs practical religion had been the great thing I had 
endeavoured to recommend, and inculcate, ſo ! ſaid, 
that was my deſign, and I hope, it ever ſhall be, and 
lam ſure, has been. Mr. Peirce, I remember, re- 
plyed, «+ No, I would not have you promiſe, but 
you may ſay, that now you do not defign it; which 
does not oblige you for ever, Sc. This was the 
ſumm of his anſwer; if not the words. And I am 
ſure, my hearers will witneſs for me, that I have en- 
deayoured to be plain, and practical. I did preach 
one, and but one ſermon on the controverſy. 
The occaſion was this, After J had preached a- 
bout a year upon independent ſubjects, I thought it 
time to begin a regular body of divinity ; and intro- 
duced it with a preparatory ſermon, to ſhew the con- 
wan of natural and revealed religion. Then I proceed- 
ed to prove the being, and attributes of Gop : Up- 
on which, I thought all religion was grounded; there- 


tore I intended to have been very particular and * 
I 
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ful upon it. In courſe I came to the Unity, Here! 
had ſome debate with myſelf, whether I ſhould defer . 
the doctrine of the Trinity, till I came to revealed Re. 
ligion, or give my thoughts of it zow I ſaw it to be 
as important an article as, perhaps, moſt in religion. 
And 1 could not tell how I ſhould at the- great day be 
able to lift up my head, if I did bawlk or fun ſucha « 
ſolemn point, when it came in my way. I did not 
ſee but I might as well ſkip any other attribute, 8 
this of Unity. And then, how could I be ſaid to de- 
clare the whole counſel of Gop, or not to have kept 
back ſomething which was_ profitable, whether it wa e 
grateful or not. It is but protracting the time, n 
through fear, a little longer, thought I, I had as good 
do it now. I ſhall have paſt my teſt with men the; 
ſooner ; and I ſhall fee, whether Gop has any work for 
me to do, or no, in his vineyard. I did indeed long to 
know, what was to be my lot, I was reſolved not to 
go out of my way to meet it, nor could I tel] hoy 
to go out of my way to avoid it. I will truſt Gop 
with myſelf, and with the ſucceſs of his own truths 
It was ungrateful work to fleſh and blood, I am fure, 
and I would gladly (Gop knows) have been exculed, 
if I had thought I might. 

In that ſermon I told my ſentiments plainly and ful 
ly; and left it to the people's judgment. Upon thi, 
ſeveral of my little handful left me, without ſpeaking 
one word to me. And ſome miniſters of the goſpeii ; 
have done their part to render thoſe few, that remain , 
uneaſy. I hope we are like to be eaſy however. A. 


bout a quarter of a year ſince I found two, whom! 1 
leaſt of all ſuſpected, (how little is man to be depended p 
upon) were uneaſy. I thereupon took an occaſion to ,, 
preach the next Lord's day inthe forenoon, upon thole g 
words, Thegreateſt of theſe is CHARITY ; in theafternoony p 
on thoſe, It cannct be but offences will come; but woe 0F d 
to thoſe by whom they come. After the ſermon, I de fr 
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fired them '** to conſult among themſelves, whether 
I might be uſeful to them any longer, or no: I un- 
« derſtood two were diſſatisfied: And I did not know 
« how many more. You know, (ſaid I,) my life, my 
« preaching, and my principles. If I can do no 
good, I will do no hurt. I am ready to give place 
« to any other that you ſhall think will be more pro- 
« fitable to you, than myſelf. Now conſider once 
« for all, and take norice of this, I will have no 
more trouble from you hereafter on this head.“ 

[ withdrew, and they unanimouſly agreed to acqui- 
eſce in me. I have Hard no more of it ſince. Iam 
not ſollicitous about what may be. I labour tokeep a 
conſcience void of offence towards God, and towards all 
nen: Therefore comfortably /ook for the mercy of God 
in eternal life. 


NUMB. XII. 
To the Reverend Mr. John'Force. 


Aſowick, April 15. 


IT: preach as long as people will hear me preach, and 
Iwill preach faithfully, I have; I hope, long ſince 
reſignedany conſiderable expectations from the world: 
and heros: I am ſure, 1 cannot be much diſap- 
pointed in it. My expectations are great and glori- 
ous, chearing, and refreſhing from another world. 
Food and raiment, with a great deal of infamy, and 
reproach, is what, I hope, I am contented with in 
this. But O may it pleaſe Goo to grant me a joyous 
paſſage out of it! For, who can bear the thought of 
dying without heaven full in view? There, my dear 
friend, I hope we ſhall meet, and claſp, and live, = 
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love, and praiſe for ever. In the mean time, let u 
bear our trials with chriſtian fortitude. We know 
in whom we have believed, we know in whom 10 truſt, 
If Tam born to be the butt of uncommon afflicti. 
ons; be it ſo; may I but have ſtrength to bear them! 
The greateſt thing I ever hope to have ſaid of me, is, 
He bore afjiiftions well, I am ſtruggling, I am ho- 
ping, OW Iam almoſt fainting. Come, all will 
be well. 


NUMB. XIII. 
Aſpwick, Oct. 29. 1720, 


Dear Couſin, 


am ſorry to find the fame ſpirit ſtill ſo malignant 
with you, as it is. Can it be zeal for CHRIST 

to ſtarve any more than to burn a Heretict? And yet 
I find ſome, that at preſent are ſhocked hy the mention 
of the latter, can without ſcruple do what in them 
lies to procure the former. "Thoſe pious chriſtians 
that can find in their hearts, for a ditierent ſentiment 
to deprive you of the means of ſubſiſbence, cannot 
ſee it is as bad as to give a faggat to your burning: 
Yet, at leaſt, it proceeds from much the ſame prin- 
ciple; and if proſecuted in its juſt conſequences, 
mult lead to as bad an extream. May Gop provide 
for you, and ſupport you under all your troubles! 
Believe me, my dear, good friend, I do heartily 
ſympathize with you, and remember you in you 
afflictions. Gop calls not only you, and me, but ma- 
ny more to very cloſe trials; that it may appear 
what we are, and of what ſort our faith is : whether 
it be counterfeit, or real; ſpeculative, or practical; 
notional, or vital, We have ſeen many fall. We h 
| ſtand, 
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ſtand: but let us remember, it is through grace we 


enabled to do ſo; and to that ſame grace let us 


look for daily ſupply. I truſt, we ſhall hold out to 
the end. I ſuppoſe, I am to be tried yet farther: 


but 


I can lay me down in peace, and ſleep without 


anxious thoughts for to morrow. Sufficient to the day 
is the evil thereof. You muſt not expect a fair debate 
from the men you are engaged with, I doubt: and as 
for railing, you are not ſurprized at that treatment, 
now; and have been too well acquainted with it, not 
to know how to behave in ſuch a caſe; not to render evil 
for evil. (Then taking notice of the public news in rela- 


tion 


to the plague at Marſeilles, he farther ſays,) 


The LorD grant, it may not viſit us alſo; or if it 
does, that it may thoroughly purge us! Happy he, 
who abideth in the ſecret place of the moſt high, and 
dwelleth under the ſhadow of the Almighty !_ Plal, 91. 
The Loo preſerve us from the plague of the heart, 


and 


the contagion of fin ! and then we need not fear, 


for our own parts, any other. | 
Let us acquit ourſelves like men, ſuffer like chri- 
ſtians, watch like angels, and pray like dying men 
with living hopes, and remember one another, and 
the whole /rae! of Gop. | 


/ 
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NUMB. XIV. 


To the Reverend Mr. John Force, upon occa- 


ſion 


of the ſickneſs and recovery of their Wives, 


Coleford, Feb. 14. 1721-2, 


[ is my daily prayer, I'll aſſure you, and ſhall be, 


he 


that Gop would compleat the mercy, and I hope, 
n we meet, we ſhall rejoyce together, and talk 
of 
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of what Gop has done for us, and expects from m 
O my dear brother, how good is it to be reſigned to 
his will, who can will us no hurt, and intends our 
greater happineſs, and brighter glory, by the dark. 
eſt, and moſt afflictive providences, as well as by the 
brighteſt ! I had fainted unleſs I had believed to ſee thy 
govaneſs of the Lord in the land of the living. But 
now, in the multitude of tempting, diſtracting, and 
diſcouraging thoughts within me, his comforts ( 
hope I may ſay they are,) do ſometimes delight my 
ſoul. Should Gos deprive us of thoſe tender help- 
meets, which even Adam in Paradiſe wanted to com- 
pleat his happineſs; it would be a keen trial indeed 
And, if fo comprehenſive an affiittion can have any 
thing in it's circumſtances to aggravateit, worth men- 
tioning; the times in which we live, and the enemies 
to whom ve are daily expoſed would be ſo to us. Ah! 
-whata ſtrong f.:ith, what an entire reſignation to the wil 
of Gov, and what a thorough crucifixion to the world 
had there need be to bear ſuch a ſtroke with chriſtian 
patience! Yet even in theſe caſes we muſt remember 
that we are to be patterns, and examples to the 
church. I hope, we ſhall endeavour to familiarize 
our coffins, and our graves to us, by dying daily, 
What a vapour is life! How tender, and intimate 
the ties of conjugal affection! How does even m- 
ture, as well as grace, conſtrain us then to be help- 
meets to each other in the way to an endleſs life, and 
to be daily praying, and endeavouring to ſecure both 
our intereſts in the world of love; that when we are 
forced to unclaſp hands, and ſouls here below, it 
may be but fora little interval, to joyn again ina more 
glorious, and a more indearing union at the marti 
age of the Lamb, who will then meet his church as 
a bride adorned for her husband, and take us up to 
thoſe more than nuptial joys, which —— it is no 
wonder I am forced to make a break, when I think 


of 


— 
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of what eye hath not ſeen, &c. The Lon p prepare 
us for them! | 


NUMB. V. 


To Mrs. Force, upon the ſame Occaſion. 


Coleford, Feb. 15, 1721-2. 


cannot but hope and believe, that Gop, who 
| is the length of our days, will be ſo merciful to 
my good brother in this day of viſitation, and afflic- 
tion, as to give back the wife of his boſom into his 
arms again, 4s, (thanks be to his holy name!) he 
has done to me. Since it was neceſſary zow more 
than ever, that we ſhould be crucified to the world, 
and dead to its enjoyments in compariſon of thoſe 
ſpiritual joys, which muſt be the life of our renewed 
ſouls, and give the reliſh to all other comforts; it 
may be, Gop ſaw it neceſſary for us, that we ſhould 
be tried to the very laſt extremity before he inter- 
poſed in mercy ; and that we ſhould be brought to 
reſign our deareſt comforts, and to learn to enjoy 
them more as precarious, and dependent ſtreams of 
conſolation, which the Gop of all conſolation can 
in a moment dry up; and not as ſprings, and foun- 
tains, which we are to expect ever to flow, as we 
are too apt to imagine of all earthly enjoyments. I 
hope, Gop has carried you by the borders of the 
valley of the ſhadow of death, that life may be the 
leſs eſteemed, and yet better enjoyed. For certain- 
ly, we looſe that comfort, which we might have in 
theſe inferiour things by our overrating them. But 
when we are brought from our hearts to reſign them 
all before they are raviſhed from our arms; every 
day's poſſeſſion will have a quickerrelith, and a purer 
© v7 | one 


(7) 


one too. For then we conſider not only the intrin/c4 I v 
value; but we conſider them as ſo many tokens of love fe 
alſo from our heavenly father. With this frame of W th 
ſpirit, and always ſeaſoned with this view of each o- W cc 
thor, may you, and my very dear friend and brother WW ar 
live many years in the light of God's countenance, I. 
and the joys of his loving kindneſs, which are better MW fu 
than life! For you to live, may it be Chriſt , and to die I g 
unſpeakable gain! Let us live here by the faith of the Wh 
fon of God, and feel the power of his reſurrection, and My 
aſcenſion, in newneſs of life; and mounting up after Wou 
him in our deſires, and affections, be united to him M th 
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by the bond of ardent, and conſtraining love, and N ti 
| ſeated together with him in heavenly places, in our fre- Nea 
quent, cloſe, and exalred contemplation ; and feel Iv 
every day the weights drop off from our incumbred, Nu 
and as yet too earthly ſouls, which are but /pirits in ¶ do 
priſon ! And then whoevef dies firſt of us, will have Ifta 
inexpreſſibly the beſt of it. an 
| | erf 
ſw; 

NUMB. XVI. x 

| de: 


Coleford, 1722. kn 
Honoured Aunt, 


Hus isa very heavy * ſtroke upon me, and 

my dear wife, and her relations. I muſt 

depend entirely on the providence of Gop, for our 

maintenance. Gop has ſeen fit to call us to diſap- 
pointments, loſſes, ſtraits, &c. in our circumſtan- WM | 

ces, as well as hatred, reproach, ſlander, and per- 
ſecution from our enemies. I pray GoD to ſandti- W— 

fy all theſe things to us. We are ſenſible, all 6 
working dee 


% 


Vid. Memoirs, pag. 50, $1, 52. 
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working for our good, 7 we behave our 
ſelves well under it like chriſtians, and not like 
thoſe who are ſtrangers: to a covenant-Gop, and 
covenant-promiſes. You ſee our caſe calls for pity 
ind prayer, which I know I may depend upon for 
you, and all my chriſtian friends. We are chear- 
ful ſtill, and would not difgrace the chriſtian reli- 
gion by ſinking under afflictions, or loſſes, after 
the manner of infidels and ſtrangers to the heaven- 
ly inheritance, as if we had loſt our portion, or 
our beſt treaſure, For that, we hope, is ſecure from 
the changes of time. I have often been inculca- 
ting on my hearers and friends the vanity of all 
arthly enjoyments, and the excellency of reſignation 
to divine providence, and I hope on my own heart 
too. And now Gop calls me forth to confirm my 
doctrine by example, and to ſet beſore them an in- 
ſtance of ſelf reſignation, and patience under loſſes 
and diſappointments, that they may be more pow- 
erfully induced to do likewiſe. If this end be an- 
ſwer'd; I ſhall rejoyce, and bleſs Gop, that I gain- 
ed this loſs. However I hope, by the love and 
ſrength of the Almighty, we ſhall ourſelves en- 
ceavour to improve it to the ends we cannot but 
know providence intended it for, 


NUMB. XVIL 
T; rowbridge, Sept. 5.1 72 4. 


Honoured Aunt, 


— T7 :1xc removed to another county, and 
B another people, I was reſolved to re- 
deem a little time to let you Kaow how the pro- 
vidence 
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vidence .of Gop has diſpoſed of us. Nou ſepen 
years are paſt ſince it called me from my friend 


and intimate acquaintance, to ſojourn among ſtran. 
fern! and convinced me that I was born to be: 


tranger and a pilgrim here on earth, in another 
ſenſe beſides that in which we and all our fathers 
Were ſo, even ſo much as to have no certain dwel. 
ling place. I found it to be my duty for the fake 


of a good conſcience, to reſign every thing that 


was dear to me, and to bid farewel to my country, 
and my kindred, and to follow the path, which 
the ſovereign Diſpoſer of my ,body, my ſoul, my 
time, my place, and my all, pointed out to me. | 
did ſo, not knowing whither I went; but wel 
knowing, where-ever I went afflictions muſt abide 
me, faith be my ſupport, and my integrity defend 
me, and that my good Gop would be with me, 
and be as a little 2 to me in the country 
whither I ſhould come, according to his promiſe, 
as long as I walked in his ſtatutes, and kept his or- 
dinances to do them. 

What afflictions I have met with ſince, I bel 
know; but I thank Gov, I do not complain d 
them. What mercies I have experienced in tit 
midſt of them, I have reaſon to bleſs Gop for s 
long as I have a being. And among my temporal 
mercies, there is none to be compared with tin 
ſpecial providence, which directed me to the dear 
partner of my life, who has approved herſelf to me 
doubly dear in her chearful, and excellent behav: 
our under the very heavy afflictions, it has pleaſe 
our heavenly Father to exerciſe us with, ſince * 
came together. I can ſay, that not one of the fi 
mily ever drop'd the leaſt reflection upon me; th 
I had loſt all, and was to live upon their daugs 


ter's fortune, and the incomes, from my * 
Wld 


— 


3 
which were ſo very ſmall, that all conſidered, we 


were under a a neceſſity of removing. — We are 
now among a people that are very civil. 


May your laſt days be your beſt, and the ſtron 
conſolations of the LoRD chear your ſoul, te, 
abundantly recompence the weakneſſes," and pains 
of a declining body] May the beſt of the divine 
bleſſings fill the houſe in which you live, and ſanc- 
tify and chear every ſoul of the family] And may 


ye all conſider ourſelves as ſtrangers, and pilgrims 
here, and ſeriouſly improve precious time, and pre- 


pare for our everlaſting habitations! Let us pray 
for each other daily, and fervently ; which is, 
what I hope, I ſhall endeavour, whilſt I am, c. 


BOOKS Printed fot am feld by J. Noon, 


Locle. To which are annexed ſeveral Critical Diſſertations on 
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nection with all rational Happineſs: In a Letter to Dr. S. Clarks 


CHEE r 


| at th 
White Hart in Chcapſide, near Mercers-Chapel, 


wo, Lobos ll onda a ora i act 
Free and Impartial Study of the Holy Scriptures "recom. 


mended; Being Notes on ſome Peculiar Texts; with Di 


courſes and Obſervations on the following Subjects 3 H. I, Of 


the Quotations from the O4 Teſament in the Apderypha. II. Of 
the Szptuagint, Verſion of the Bib/s; and the Difference between 
Pr as they lie in the Ne: Teftament, and the Original Pal. 
ſages in tlie Old. III. Chriſtians not bound by any Authority of 
the Lad df Mot in the Ten Commandments. IV. Of the Dor. 
ology, at the End of the Lord's-Prayer. Of bleſſing the Eucha. 
Laue "Elements, and of Grace before and after Meat. V. The 
Son of God knows the Hearts of Men; and, of Anger, Cate- 
chiſing, '&c. - VI. A Paſſage in | Biſhops Pear/on on the Creed, 
and another in Biſhop Patrick's Commentaries examined. VII. Of 
the Soul z its Immortality, Immateriality, , Sc. with the Impoſ. 
proving a Future State by the Light of Nature; and 


ſibility o 
of the Place where Good Men ſhall dwell after the Reſurrection. 
2. A Paraphraſe and Notes on the Epiſtles of St. Paul to the 


Coloſſians, Philippiant, and Hebrews. . After the Manner of Mr, 


particular Texts of Scripture. Price bound 145. £ 


at the Judge's Head in Chancery-lane, 


1. A Defence of the Negative of the two Queſtions pro- 
poſed by Mr. Reynolds to Mr. Read. By an impartial Inquirer 
after Truth, Price 6 4. | . 

2. An Anſwer to Mr. Reynolds; wherein the Letters to Mr, 
Brown are mſerted at large ; many Miſtakes concerning the Cauſes 
of the Reverend Mr. James Read's Ejectment are rectified, and 
the whole of that unhappy difference ſet in a clear Light. By 
James Hawkins. 22 

3. A Second Poſtſcript to Enthuſiaſm in Diſtreſs; occaſioned 
by Mr. Ne:bitf's ſecond Letter; intituled Compr. benſion Confuſion, 
addreſſed to: Mr. Nesbitt, by Dr. Morgan, Price 4 9. 

4. The Clergies Right of Maintenapcevindicated from Scrip: 
ture and Reaſon 3 by William Webfter,, M. A. Price 15. 64. 

5. God, and all other reaſonable Beings happy in proportion 
to their vertue? an Eſſay on Moral Virtue and its neceſſary Con- 


2d Edition. Price 64. | 
6. An Eſſay in the Socratick Way of Dialogue on the Exi- 


ſtence of a Divine 1 in Imitation of Tully's Tuſculan Que- 
ſtions with Notes. By Roger Davies Maſter of the Free- Schocl 
in Carmarthen. Price 1 5. 

7. The Scriptures and the Athanafans compared in their Ae. 
counts of God the Father and of our Lord Jeſus Chriſt. Pr. 44. 


